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Snowshoers follow a line of last season's grass above the half-frozen Merrimack River in
Canterbury, New Hampshire. JERRY AND MARCY MONKMAN
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Title page photo: Fire towers were once a part of life in the White Mountains of
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twentieth century. This steel tower, on the summit of Carter Dome, was captured by
Harold Orne during an Appalachian Mountain Club snowshoe trip in February 1927.
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Front cover photo: In 1907, lightning ignited the dry
remains of rampant logging on Owl’s Head, seen from
a logging camp to the north. See page 9.
Courtesy of the Forest History Society

Back cover photo: Ben English, Jr., on the top of
Mount Carrigain, his favorite mountain, in 1964.
COURTESY OF BEN ENGLISH, JR.
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The Long Way Home

Where Exit Ramps
Are Nameless

I

have learned not to get lost on foot in the woods, but
I have never mastered route finding in a car. Road maps never print
enough detail; when reality presents unexpected streets and signs, I can’t
reconcile them with my broad-brush concept of the route. Sundown strains
my sense of direction. The result is something like what happened last
January 29.
	I was on my way to pick up Jonathan Waterman, a climber, writer, and
photographer, who has navigated alone on crevasse-covered snowfields in
Alaska—who, when packing for one of his Arctic trips, had to decide if
he needed a shotgun. He had flown into Boston from Colorado to speak
about the Arctic at the annual meeting of the Appalachian Mountain Club,
which publishes this journal. He had told me that he used to study this
journal cover to cover.
	It was about 7 degrees, and my 1996 Subaru’s heating system groaned,
sickly. I steered around the spider’s web of downtown Boston trying to find the
tunnel to Logan Airport. Shiny cars cut me off and honked; I grew confused
and took a wrong turn that became several. Somehow, I ended up turned
around, on Beacon Street, considerably west of the airport. I pulled over and
called my friends Phil and Cay, who live nearby. That evening, as the sun set,
I took Phil and Cay’s calm directives, determined to stop wasting time like
this from now on. Waterman was used to the cold, but I wasn’t going to leave
him standing in 7 degrees F in street clothes.
	I thought about that time three years before, when I had tried to drive
from the Boston Public Garden to Cambridge, misplaced my cell phone and,
an hour later, found myself talking to a policeman on a borrowed phone in
a convenience store on the wrong side of the Charles River. I was actually
crying. “Officer, this is ridiculous!”
“I agree, ma’am,” the voice came, patiently. “This is ridiculous.”

6 Appalachia
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He was very specific: Turn right out of the driveway. Take the next right.
The crucial lesson that night was to understand which way I had to go to get
to Cambridge. And to realize I needed glasses. And that it is important to ask
people for directions.
	Now, wearing the glasses, I rumbled through the tunnel and entered
the Logan Airport maze, bore left to arrivals, and pulled to the empty curb,
where in the poor lighting I made out that the police officers were waving
me on. Chin jutted forward, I shifted back into third to loop back around.
One wrong veer and the Subaru would be roaring on some generic exit ramp
toward New Hampshire.
My cell phone rang. It was Waterman. He was at the curb. I told him I was
circling around. “I have a bachelor’s degree; I ought to be able to figure this
out,” I joked. He didn’t answer. I made it around and called him back. “I’m
right here,” he said. I didn’t see him. He waved his down-clad arms.
	Now we would find our way to Rawbert’s Organic Garden Café in Beverly.
As he slid into the seat, I handed him the directions, saying, “You’ll have to
help me navigate.” He nodded. He’d grown up around here. Immediately, we
began to call out landmarks and mileages (printed versus actual).
	I apologized for the heating system. He said he understood about old
Subarus. He said he already missed his wife and 3-year-old, who had just
mastered toilet training. I said that when my daughters were toilet training,
they had learned bit by bit. As we shared stories of parenthood in the freezing
air, every so often he’d say something like, “You’re supposed to take this
next exit, but the numbers aren’t adding up.” It began to be clear that
something was wrong with the computerized instructions. His common
sense told him that.
Closer to the restaurant, Waterman said, “Let’s get out and walk—it has
to be here somewhere.” He asked a stranger, who sent us a block over.
	Soon we were settling in with the menu of uncooked entrees at Rawbert’s,
where Waterman began to talk about his days as a teenager, discovering the
mountains despite what the adults in his life worried he should be doing.
—Christine Woodside
Editor-in-Chief
The title of this column refers to Waterman’s book, Where Mountains
Are Nameless: Passion and Politics in the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge
(Norton, 2005). His new book about the Colorado River is Running Dry
(National Geographic Books, 2010).
WINTER/SPRING 2011 7
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The Slide Show That
Saved the Whites
How Philip Ayres made the public care
Christopher Johnson and David Govatski
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A

bespectacled, studious-looking man stood beside a Magic
Lantern slide projector that cast photographs onto a screen. The projector
was powered by a carbon arc lamp, a common form of light projection in
1903. A brutal picture filled the screen—burned logs scattered up and down
a mountainside in New Hampshire’s White Mountains. The lecturer had
colorized the slide, and the black of the charred logs stood in stark contrast to
a small green patch of trees that had been spared from fire.
The speaker was Philip Wheelock Ayres, who had recently become the
chief forester of the Society for the Protection of New Hampshire Forests. For
months now, Ayres had journeyed to every corner of New England, speaking
to women’s clubs, libraries, the Appalachian Mountain Club and other hiking clubs, and grange halls. In all these presentations, he’d put on his lantern
slide show to show his audiences the devastating aftermath of heavy logging
and forest fires: whole mountains denuded of trees; erosion so severe that tons
of soil had slid into rivers; streams engorged with limbs and twigs. Anglers
decried the effects of stream siltation and increased water temperatures on
brook trout fishing, and hikers and trail builders objected to the frequent
obliteration of their favorite trails.
	Since the 1870s, logging operators had routinely cut every tree in a tract
of forest without regard to its size or maturity. They used trees that were less
than six inches in diameter to roll the marketable logs down the mountainside. In his precise manner, Ayres described the destruction that this “cut and
run” approach caused. However, it was his photographs, showing images of
devastation, that packed an emotional punch. “People found his presentation
mesmerizing,” said Dr. Marcia Smith Blaine, an associate professor of history
at Plymouth State University who has written and lectured extensively on
Ayres and his work. These were New Englanders’ beloved forests, and they
were rapidly disappearing.
Ayres realized that the most effective way to convince his audience of the
threat to the forests was to show what was happening. As he traveled through
New England, he used what was known in the nineteenth century as a Magic
Lantern. During the 1840s, two Philadelphia-based producers of daguerreotypes, William and Frederick Langenheim, patented a method of transferring
photographic images to glass slides. Ayres adopted this method to create glass
Ayres shocked his audiences with a slide show that included scenes like this, of destroyed
soil after a fire in 1903. Loggers had been cutting every tree without regard to size
or age. MILNE SPECIAL COLLECTIONS AND ARCHIVES DEPARTMENT, UNIVERSITY OF NEW HAMPSHIRE
LIBRARY, DURHAM, N.H..
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slides of images of the White Mountains. He then inserted the slides into a
lantern slide projector, which used a carbon arc lamp—a common device of
the time that generated light from two carbon rods. The lamp’s beams were
powerful, and they projected the images onto a screen or wall, much like
today’s slide projectors.
Ayres instinctively understood the persuasive power of this new medium.
Although early conservationists such as Gifford Pinchot spoke regularly to
audiences about the importance of forests, Ayres added the innovation of
blending images and his own encyclopedic knowledge of forests. He displayed
photographs of forest fires, mountains denuded of trees, and valleys clogged
with branches and twigs. To make the images even more effective, he colored
them by hand. One image captured the aftermath of a forest fire on Sugarloaf
Mountain, in the Zealand Valley. The image showed charred logs scattered on
the huge boulders on the side of the mountain. The black-and-white image
was effective, but the colorized version made the charred logs even more
lifelike—and more dramatic.
	In his presentation, Ayres emphasized the damage that forest fires were
causing. The slash, or limbs and leaves left behind by loggers, dried and
turned into huge mounds of kindling, requiring only the spark from a locomotive, lightning, or a carelessly thrown match to ignite into a holocaust.
During the spring of 1903, no rain had fallen, the slash had become drier and
drier, and finally the fires had blazed forth—more than 500 of them that year
alone, burning upward of 10 percent of the White Mountain forests. Ayres
projected another photograph that showed clouds of smoke massed like some
monster over Owl’s Head Mountain in the Pemigewasset wilderness during a
1907 fire.
For 30 years, conservationists had debated how best to save the rapidly
dwindling forests. Should the state of New Hampshire try to purchase
the White Mountains before the forests disappeared completely? Could
private lumber companies be persuaded to adopt more sustainable forestry
practices? To Ayres, only one solution was realistic. The federal government
must purchase forestlands and make them national forests. In fact, he had
agreed to take the position of forester for the Society for the Protection of
New Hampshire Forests (SPNHF) on one condition: that it advocate for
national forests.
The obstacles were enormous, especially east of the Mississippi River.
In the West, the federal government still owned vast forests, and it had
transformed many of them into national parks and forest reserves since 1872,
10 Appalachia
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when Yellowstone National Park was
created. The federal government had
also created a few national forests in
Arkansas, Florida, Michigan, and
Minnesota, but most forests in the
East, South, and Great Lakes states
remained in private hands. To create
eastern national forests required a law
authorizing the federal government
to purchase forestlands.
Ayres knew this, and he knew
that public support was essential
to making it happen. For the next
eight years, he worked tirelessly, Philip Ayres at around the time he was
traveling throughout New England giving the slide shows. SOCIETY FOR THE
and making the case that only PROTECTION OF NEW HAMPSHIRE FORESTS
the federal government could
prevent the destruction of America’s eastern forests. In 1911, after years of
in-tense legislative battles, Congress passed the Weeks Act, and President
William Howard Taft signed it. The landmark legislation gave the
federal government the power and resources to purchase forestlands that
protected the watersheds of navigable rivers and streams, leading directly
to the establishment of the White Mountain National Forest and other
national forests.
Ayres was far from the only conservationist in New England trying to save
the forests. As early as the 1880s, Charles Sprague Sargent, the director of the
Arnold Arboretum in Boston, warned that heavy logging would destroy the
White Mountains. Allen Chamberlain, the president of the AMC, drew on
his skills as a former columnist for the Boston Transcript to make the public
aware of the devastation. Pinchot, the first director of the U.S. Forest Service
and a close friend of President Theodore Roosevelt, argued for protection of
the southern Appalachians, which were similarly under siege.
Despite all that, Ayres’s innovative use of the Magic Lantern was pivotal
in the passage of the Weeks Act and in transforming how Americans perceived their natural resources. Throughout most of history, people in the
United States and around the world had viewed forests, fields, lakes, and
rivers through a utilitarian lens, regarding them as resources that could be
exploited without ever being exhausted. Ayres’s slide show demonstrated how
WINTER/SPRING 2011 11
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vulnerable forests and other watersheds actually were. He selected photographs that detailed the impact of deforestation on soil erosion and forest
fires, emphasizing the connections among the different elements of the forest ecosystem. He also highlighted the positive effects of forest conservation.
Several photographs showed images of people working together to plant
seedlings, apply sustainable forestry practices, and contain fires, pointing the
way to a more sustainable and ecologically responsible future. From disparate images, Ayres created a unified and powerful message about the plight
of the White Mountains. It was a message that shaped how weekend campers
and the purveyors of power in Washington perceived the threats to America’s
forests.
Ayres’s love of the outdoors dated from an early age. He was
born on May 24, 1861, in Winterset, Iowa, but soon after, his father bought
a farm on the rich prairies of southern Illinois. Ayres’s father was fascinated
by botany, and on five acres of land he planted trees, including most of the
species native to the Midwest. On that tract, Ayres learned to love trees. He
recalled, “I admired the soft foliage of what he called the Kentucky Coffee
Tree, and the coarse, long needles of what he called Austrian pines.”
To earn money for college, Ayers taught at two schools: one for
African Americans and one for whites. The experience catalyzed a lifelong
commitment to justice and social responsibility. He attended Cornell
University, graduated in 1883, and enrolled in graduate school at Johns
Hopkins University to pursue a PhD in history. Soon after completing his
doctorate, the Charity Organization Society of Brooklyn, New York, offered
him a position, and for the next sixteen years, he devoted himself to social
work. Working with the poor convinced him, in his words, “that private
charity is inadequate to the task, and that the strong arm of the state is
necessary to regulate working conditions.” As Blaine noted, “Ayres was a
progressive before there was a Progressive Movement.”
	In the mid-1890s, Ayres visited Europe to study prison conditions. He
also toured government-operated parks and forests, where he learned “that
a forest can be managed to reproduce itself and yield continuous revenue.”
The experience planted a seed that bore fruit a few years later. After returning
to the United States, he organized a summer course in social work, which
eventually became the department of social work at Columbia University.
There he met Alice S. Taylor. They were married in 1899, and for the next 35
years, they worked closely together.
12 Appalachia
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Nursery seedlings await transplant to the forest. Ayres used this slide to show that even in
the devastation, there were efforts going on to plant trees. MILNE SPECIAL
COLLECTIONS AND ARCHIVES DEPARTMENT, UNIVERSITY OF NEW HAMPSHIRE LIBRARY, DURHAM, N.H.

	Soon after their marriage, Ayres realized that years of battling the ills of
urban society had taken their toll. According to Blaine, “He was worn out by
the intensity of social work. And so was his wife.” Alice reminded him that
he loved trees and forests, so he cashed in his life insurance—which Alice
called “death insurance”—and enrolled in the forestry program at Cornell.
He later wrote, “This proved a life insurance investment that paid very large
dividends.”
After completing his courses in forestry, he started looking about for a
job, and he didn’t have to look for long. New Hampshire’s former governor,
Frank W. Rollins, sent a wire inviting him to interview for the position of
chief forester of the SPNHF, which Rollins had formed in 1901 with eight
other citizens alarmed by the rapid destruction of the White Mountain forests.
Before he agreed to the position, though, Ayres exacted a promise that the
SPNHF would advocate for a law leading to federally owned and managed
forests in New England. Rollins agreed, and Ayres took the job.
Blaine explained, “He spent his first year, 1902, finding out about the White
Mountains and getting to know people.” This step, which he had absorbed
from his years as a social worker, proved to be extremely valuable. He knew
he had to galvanize public support for national forests and hit on the idea
WINTER/SPRING 2011 13
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of putting together a lantern slide show, using photographs that dramatized
the deforestation.
Yet even as Ayres demonstrated the destruction of the forests, he
also taught his audiences about the benefits of the new science of forestry. At the center of one photo was a dense stand of balsam fir,
demonstrating the need to thin out forests. In another, men wearing the
woolen trousers and shirts of the time dug holes and planted seedlings. Their
work anticipated the reforestation efforts of the Civilian Conservation Corps.
Several photographs showed evidence of the growing momentum in fire prevention in New Hampshire. In one, a man peered through an instrument
known as a firefinder to search for and accurately locate the smoke from
fires. Many other photos documented the construction of fire lookouts and
creation of fire breaks adjacent to railroad lines and roads.
Even as Ayres lectured in every corner of New England, he also wrote
articles for forestry journals and general-interest magazines stressing the severe
economic impact of deforestation. For example, in Commercial Importance of
the White Mountain Forests, a monograph published in 1909 by the Department
of Agriculture, he noted, “There has been reckless waste of the vast forest
wealth of the nation, which is still going on, but changes for the better are
being made in important directions. The more thoughtful lumbermen see
the issue clearly and have begun to treat the forest more conservatively.” He
even quoted Frederick Weyerhaeuser, the nation’s leading lumber magnate, as
saying, “The State has interests far beyond those of the individual.”
By 1908, most New England legislators and governors had
come around to the idea of eastern national forests, but western legislators
were tougher to persuade. In 1909, Massachusetts Governor Curtis Guild, Jr.,
wrote a letter introducing Ayres to western governors, and Ayres undertook
a three-month expedition west to win support. In a series of meetings with
governors, Ayres argued that the whole nation would suffer economically if
eastern timber supplies dwindled. One holdout was Governor John Shafroth
of Colorado, who, when he became a senator, “voted faithfully against every
forest measure.” But all the other western governors agreed to press their
congressional delegations to support an eastern forest bill.
	One of the most delicate political challenges was uniting New England and
southern conservationists, who were separated not only by physical distance
but by culture and experience. In 1899, a group of southern conservationists
convened in Asheville, North Carolina, and formed the Appalachian National
14 Appalachia
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In 1913, workers planted trees to restore the northern forest after the Weeks Act
passed. MILNE SPECIAL COLLECTIONS AND ARCHIVES DEPARTMENT, UNIVERSITY OF NEW HAMPSHIRE
LIBRARY, DURHAM, N.H.

Park Association, with the goal of creating a national park. In 1903, the group
renamed itself the Appalachian National Forest Reserve Association and
shifted its goal to advocating for southern national forests. Chief forester
Pinchot supported their efforts, yet the southerners repeatedly failed to win
congressional support for either a park or a forest.
	In 1905, Pinchot organized an American Forestry Congress in Washington,
D.C., attended by the leading conservationists and foresters in the country.
Edward Everett Hale, the highly respected chaplain of the U.S. Senate who
strongly favored forest conservation, attended even though he was in his 80s.
(Mount Hale in the White Mountains is named after him.) At one point, he
raised his large frame slowly from his desk, and Ayres and two others helped
him to the speaking platform. Hale then offered an enthusiastically received
resolution supporting the creation of a forest reserve in the White Mountains.
Hale assailed “the desecration of one of the Nation’s places of rest and recreation.” He then continued, “And as the last remnants of the primeval forest
are disappearing, . . . we urge action at this session.”
At the congress, Ayres also forged an alliance with Dr. Joseph Trimbel
Rothrock, the father of forestry in Pennsylvania. Rothrock buttonholed
WINTER/SPRING 2011 15
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Pinchot, who had opposed a New England forest reserve, and told him,
“Now, Gifford, your bill for a national forest in the Southern Mountains
has been tried in Congress and failed. It always will fail until you get those
Yankees behind it. You have got to have those New England votes and you
might just as well agree to a national forest in the White Mountains.”
Pinchot reflected for a moment and replied, “All right, I am with you.”
From then on, he became a stalwart supporter of the White Mountain
forests.
The final obstacle was Speaker of the House Joseph G. Cannon, a crusty
states’ rights supporter from Illinois who had famously thundered, “Not
one cent for scenery!” By 1907, though, even Cannon was beginning to
acknowledge public support for national forests. That year, he appointed
Massachusetts Congressman John Wingate Weeks, a native of Lancaster, New
Hampshire, to the House Agriculture Committee, which oversaw the forest
bill. Cannon respected Weeks for his business success and told him that if the
committee could write a bill that was acceptable to him as a businessman,
Cannon would allow it to come to the floor for a vote.
	Opponents continued to fight the legislation, but by 1910, conservation
supporters in the House and the Senate knew they were close to victory. The
House scheduled floor debate on the forest bill for the last week of June, and
Ayres rushed to Washington to watch the action. Cannon even descended
from the speaker’s chair to deliver an impassioned speech against the bill.
“But,” according to Ayres, “the work of John Weeks was thorough; the bill
passed by a majority of eight, and our ten-year struggle was over.” In February
of the following year, the Senate approved the bill, and President Taft signed
it on March 1, 1911.
The law specified that the government could purchase lands “for the protection of the watersheds of navigable streams, and to appoint a commission
for the acquisition of lands for the purpose of conserving the navigability of
navigable rivers.” By specifying the purpose as ensuring the navigability of
rivers, the law passed constitutional muster under the interstate commerce
clause of the Constitution.
Yet the U.S. Geological Survey, which Congress required to evaluate forestlands for potential purchase, was slow to measure the flow of navigable
streams. Again, Ayres used a personal connection to push the process ahead.
One of his classmates at Johns Hopkins, John H. Finley, was now the editorin-chief of The New York Times, and in the spring of 1911, the Times criticized
the USGS, complaining, “Why has not Director [George Otis] Smith of the
16 Appalachia
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Bare strips of land like this one created firebreaks along railroad lines and roads.

MILNE

SPECIAL COLLECTIONS AND ARCHIVES DEPARTMENT, UNIVERSITY OF NEW HAMPSHIRE LIBRARY, DURHAM, N.H.

Geological Survey at Washington waked [sic] up sooner to the fact that he
has not yet compiled data, showing whether the control of the ‘strategic areas’
of watershed in the White Mountains and in the southern Appalachians will
promote or protect the navigation of the streams that spring therefrom?”
	In fairness, the connection between deforestation and the water flow of
streams and rivers was a point of great controversy in the scientific community, and the science of hydrology was still developing methods of measuring
the impact of the loss of the forest canopy. A scientific study of stream flows
would take much longer than two years, but in 1912, the USGS issued an
interim report with a finding that “the forest cover of the White Mountains
has a distinct and measurable effect upon the navigable streams which head
in that region.” On September 17, 1912, the Times reported that the USGS
and the USFS had identified 6 million acres of forestland in the southern
WINTER/SPRING 2011 17

Appalachia_WS2011_FINAL_11.17.indd 17

11/17/10 2:12:45 PM

Appalachians and White Mountains for potential purchase and had started
the process of buying several hundred thousand acres.
As the chief forester for the SPNHF until 1935 and the president of the
AMC from 1919 to 1920, Ayres remained at the forefront of implementing the law and creating the White Mountain National Forest. One of
the early purchases was on the northern slopes of the Presidential Range,
and in 1915, he wrote, “By good fortune, but not by design, these woods were
the favorite haunts of the Appalachian Mountain Club, and contained their
most numerous trails.” That year he urged renewal of the Weeks Act, writing
that it “should be made continuous, until the great body of wild mountain
land throughout the country has been placed beyond the ruinous reach of
private exploitation.”
According to Blaine, “Philip Ayres made possible the creation of the
White Mountain National Forest, and he helped make preservation and
conservation acceptable throughout New England. He was the glue that
held the New England conservationists together.” Ayres died in 1945 of heart
disease. An inscription on a boulder near Echo Lake in Franconia Notch
reads, “In memory of Philip Wheelock Ayres. Through his vision and inspired
leadership, the White Mountain National Forest and the Franconia Notch
Reservation became the heritage of all the people.” As we climb to the summit
of Mount Washington or trek on other trails in the White Mountains, we
witness his greatest legacy—the incomparable beauty of the forests that drape
the slopes of these wondrous mountains.

CHRISTOPHER JOHNSON is a freelance writer in Chicago and the author of
This Grand and Magnificent Place: The Wilderness Heritage of the White Mountains
(University Press of New England, 2006). DAVID GOVATSKI retired as a forester
from the White Mountain National Forest and serves as the secretary of the Weeks
Act Centennial Committee.

The authors gratefully acknowledge Dr. Marcia Smith Blaine, associate
professor of history at Plymouth State College, for making available some of
the source materials in preparing this article.
For a list of sources for this article, see www.outdoors.org/appalachia.
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Without the Weeks Act, There Would Be No
White Mountain National Forest
On March 1, 1911, President William Howard Taft signed the
Weeks Act into law. This set the stage for the creation of many national forests,
particularly those east of the Mississippi River. The White Mountain National
Forest was a direct result of the law, which gave the federal government, for
the first time, the power and resources to purchase forestlands from private
owners for the purpose of protecting and managing them.
By 1916, the government had purchased 265,000 acres in the White
Mountains and 1 million acres in the southern Appalachians. Today, more
than 50 national forests exist in the East, South, and Great Lakes states because
of the Weeks Act. It is one of the most significant pieces of conservation
legislation that the U.S. Congress has ever passed.
	Since the American Revolution, federal and state governments had
systematically sold government-owned lands to promote private economic
development. In 1867, for example, New Hampshire Governor Walter
Harriman agreed to allow New Hampshire to sell 172,000 acres in the
White Mountains to speculators for the pittance of $26,000. In the west,
forests remained in the public domain, and with the passage of the Forest
Reserve Act in 1891, Congress began to create national forests throughout
the region.
Because most of the forests east of the Mississippi were privately owned,
the federal government could not control them. After the Civil War, the
demand for wood skyrocketed because of urbanization and industrialization.
Lumber operators engaged in massive clear-cutting, leaving tons of slash that
fueled widespread forest fires.
By the 1890s, America’s leading conservationists argued that many American forests faced extinction and a possible “timber famine” in the near future.
Proposed solutions centered on voluntary efforts by the lumber companies
and conservation actions by the states. The Rev. Julius H. Ward, an Episcopal priest who had visited the White Mountains frequently, penned an
article in the February 1893 issue of Atlantic Monthly in which he called
for New Hampshire to purchase what he called “the right of control” of the
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Here is today's view of the White Mountain National Forest from the old Camp
12 logging camp—the same view as the one on the cover of this journal.
JERRY AND MARCY MONKMAN

forests. The state would pay timber operators for agreements guaranteeing
that trees less than a certain diameter would be spared from logging.
Charles Sprague Sargent, director of the Arnold Arboretum in Boston and
the founder of an influential horticultural journal titled Garden and Forest,
focused on state action as a remedy. He exhorted New Hampshire to purchase
the White Mountain forests and manage them as preserves. “The money it
would cost,” he claimed, “would come back many times over in abundant
water supply, and in the yearly disbursements of thousands of visitors.”
	Neither strategy was realistic. The leading logging mogul in New
Hampshire was J.E. Henry, an ambitious New Hampshire native known
as the “heartless lumber king” for his company’s extensive clear-cutting in
the Zealand Valley and Pemigewasset. In 1889, according to Rick Russack in
whitemountainhistory.org, Henry had purchased about 900 dozen axes in
preparation for the coming logging season. He and other timber operators
were not about to give up their right to cut on their own lands. Rural states
such as New Hampshire, Maine, Vermont, and the southern states could
not afford to buy timberland. In the early 1900s, New Hampshire legislators
introduced bills in the U.S. House and Senate to create a White Mountain
forest reserve. Philip Ayres (see the pages 9-18) was instrumental in building
support for the Weeks Act, but so were many other conservationists in New
England, including Allen Chamberlain, director of the Appalachian Mountain
20 Appalachia
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Club; Edwin A. Start, secretary of the Massachusetts Forestry Association;
and Thomas E. Will, secretary of the American Forestry Association.
Conservationists turned to the federal government as the only authority
with the power and resources to protect forests east of the Mississippi. From
1899 through 1905, New England and southern conservationists worked
separately with their congressmen to introduce national forest legislation,
but none of the bills came close to passage. In 1905, conservationists in both
regions finally agreed to collaborate. Senator Frank Brandegee of Connecticut
introduced a “union bill,” which proposed national forests in the White
Mountains and the southern Appalachians.
House Speaker Joseph G. Cannon of Illinois rejected this and other forest
bills as an unjustified expansion of federal power, complaining that “men with
a forest fad like yours are nuts!” Yet public enthusiasm for saving the eastern
forests was overwhelming, and Cannon finally accepted the inevitable. When
New Hampshire native John Wingate Weeks won reelection to the House in
1907, Cannon placed him on the Agriculture Committee and signaled that he
would allow a bill to come to the floor.
The committee authored a bill, but the House Judiciary Committee
rejected it, ruling that the Constitution did not explicitly grant the federal
government the power to purchase private lands. Weeks and his cosponsors,
Asbury Lever of South Carolina and Frank Currier of New Hampshire,
gamely reframed the bill to protect the watersheds of rivers and streams,
ensuring that the bill would fulfill the requirements of the interstate commerce
clause. In 1910, the House passed the bill, and on February 15, 1911, the Senate
approved it. President Taft readily signed it into law.
The law appropriated $11 million to buy forestland over the next five years.
Conservationists, outdoor enthusiasts, and foresters regarded the Weeks
Act as an unqualified success, and they lobbied hard for its renewal, which
Congress agreed to in 1916. In 1924, Congress passed the Clarke-McNary Act,
which broadened the Weeks Act by empowering the government to purchase
virtually any forestlands to protect them.
Writing in 1915, Philip Ayres exclaimed that the Weeks Act “is one of the
great measures in the country’s history.” It signaled a powerful new commitment to the essential idea that healthy forests are in the national interest—
and that they must be protected for all Americans.
—Christopher Johnson and David Govatski
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Public Land Conservation
in the East
The Weeks Act story
Tom Wagner
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L

ong ago and not far away, men and women from all walks
of life, trying to solve a problem in the forests, came up with an idea.
They couldn’t have known in the late 1800s that this idea would become a
key part of the conservation legacy of the United States. If they were with us
now, they would be extremely proud of the results of their work.
The rapidly growing United States was using its natural resources to meet
its needs. Much of the eastern half of the country had been converted from
forest to farms and grazing lands. As the timber supply in the east dwindled,
the relatively new railroad provided access to the last tracts of standing timber,
such as the spruce-fir forests of the White Mountain region. The rapid clearing
of this mountainous landscape and the subsequent fires that were kindled in
the remaining logging slash disrupted ecosystems, causing significant erosion
and downstream flooding. Although forests had been cleared in many other
places in the east and the south, here in New England the nexus of many
concerns resulted in a call for action. This place, the White Mountains, was
valued for its scenic beauty, recreational amenities, clean air and water, and
long-term wood supply.
People in the White Mountains believed it was special. An interesting
coalition of people and values joined to develop a new approach to conservation, one that eventually spread west to the Mississippi River and south to
the Gulf of Mexico. Those who worked on the Weeks Act came from young
conservation organizations such as the Society for the Protection of New
Hampshire Forests and the Appalachian Mountain Club, civic organizations
including garden and women’s clubs, hotels and tourism industries, business
interests such as the textile mills that relied on reliable and clean water flows,
and timber mills and private landowners who were represented by the newly
organized New Hampshire Timberland Owner Association. Philip Ayres
from the Society for the Protection of New Hampshire Forests and others
worked to spread a public message that captured the attention of many New
England residents and people throughout the country.
This loosely organized collection of interests and values worked with state
and federal legislators, including Joseph Walker and John Weeks, during a
progressive era in our young democracy to fashion a legislative solution. The
Weeks Act allowed for the first time the purchase of lands by the federal
U.S. Rep. John Wingate Weeks (D-Mass.), as he looked around the time his bill passed,
creating the nation’s national forests. Although Weeks later became secretary of defense,
his effort for the nation’s forests remains his enduring legacy. LIBRARY OF CONGRESS/
HARRIS & EWING COLLECTION
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government. It created the White Mountain National Forest in New Hampshire and Maine and Pisgah National Forest in North Carolina. These two
were followed by many other eastern forests that now amount to more than
22 million acres of public land.
Much has changed during the last 100 years but the Weeks Act story still
resonates for me as I interact daily with people worried about the forests’
future. I believe the forest conservation story is still about the many special
places and the people who depend on these forests for a vast array of goods,
services, experiences, and values that come from the land.
The ecosystems of the White Mountain region have proven to be
resilient. They recovered from unsustainable logging and clearing practices
of the beginning of the twentieth century. Land managers have improved
our understanding of sustainable land use. Our scientific understanding has
improved significantly during the last 100 years through the research efforts
of universities, state and federal agencies, and nongovernmental organizations. Conservation legislation at the local, state, and federal levels has
helped protect soil, water, and air.
We have made much progress in this region, and we know we have more
work to do, but we also know that the ways all countries use resources affects
this land, just as what happens here affects the rest of the world. The first 50
years after the Weeks Act, the U.S. Forest Service focused on bringing back
spent land. By 1961, Richard McArdle, then the U.S. Forest Service chief,
predicted the problems we now understand when forests are developed for
other uses. Only in the last 25 years or so have we started a national discourse
on global climate change, energy sources, acid rain, wildlife problems such as
the white nose bat syndrome, and other ecosystem disruptions.
	In a speech 25 years ago marking the Weeks Act’s 75th anniversary, then
New Hampshire Governor Sherman Adams hoped that this year, 2011, we
would see harmony around the concept of forests that could serve many
purposes with the public’s support. The current public discourse challenges
our ability to work together on conservation matters. My 30 years managing
the people’s forests have taught me that when people strive for understanding,
tolerate values different from theirs, and compromise, we can progress toward
sustainable forests that serve many interests.

TOM WAGNER is the forest supervisor of the White Mountain National Forest.
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Haul Out
I drive and walk to view
the gray seals founder
on rocks like rubber rafts
wriggling a way.
Freed from most flaying,
they blubber too much fish,
honk at robbed fishermen,
bait white shark.
Gray as their medium,
they shoulder tides,
brace to tunnel oceans,
sparring with air,
shunning my camera
with their cold news.
					

Francis Blessington

Francis Blessington has published two books of poems, Wolf Howl (BkMk Press,
University of Missouri–Kansas City, 2000) and Lantskip (William Bauhan, 1987).
He has published books of criticism and many essays, together with short stories and
poems. His novel, The Last Witch of Dogtown, was published by Curious Traveller
Press in 2001.
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A Northern
Forest Mosaic
Community-based conservation after the Weeks Act
Sally Manikian
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C

r aig Lombard owns 1,000 acres of land in Berlin, New
Hampshire. The parcel is relatively unremarkable: slopes of woodlot
crisscrossed by logging roads and wildlife paths, abutting the summit of
Mount Forist on one end and Jericho Mountain State Park on the other.
For years, the parcel remained woodlot, accessed for timber and local recreational use. It is undeveloped but highly developable.
And Lombard wants development. He is a businessman motivated by
the logic of marketing and tourism. Seeking to preserve public access and
recreation, he set up an organization called Wilderness New England to
promote dogsledding, primitive camping, snowmobiling, hiking, and, as
advertised on his website, even Frisbee golf. Wilderness New England is his
member-based organization. Dues go toward the recreational development
of the property. Lombard works full time selling prosthetics and managing
property in Conway, so he hopes that Wilderness New England will organize
itself and that the 1,000 acres he bought and conserved will become a
community asset and economic driver in a city under hard times.
As a businessman, and landowner, he is also out to market and promote a
certain type of experience. His interest in wilderness comes from his motivation to provide a stunning backdrop to the yurts and tent platforms WNE
offers to its members. Lombard’s business depends on a landscape of rugged
mountains. He works to keep the dense thickets of forest—its views and its
resources—intact.

The landscape in the northern forest is changing: houses
spread along ridgelines where the struggling timber industry must quickly
“liquidate” timber and sell the land to make money. Land once owned by a
single entity, such as the Brown Company in Berlin, is splintering into many
parcels owned by investment groups with few community ties beyond the
contractors hired to cut. Although timber practices have always been dictated
by economics and profit, land fragmentation and an uncertain timber market
indicates a new kind of challenge for those who want to protect a way of life
and a stretch of forest.
Where residents once knew all of the landowners, today’s owners seem
mysterious and distant. As a pure investment asset, the land becomes subject
Rangers from the Androscoggin Ranger District of the White Mountain National Forest
tour the forest with members of the Randolph, New Hampshire, Forest Commission.
Dave Willcox of Randolph is third from left; district ranger Katie Stuart is third from
right. EDITH TUCKER
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to the rapid decisions of stock and trade economics: clear-cutting the land
when the timber sales boom, blocking off or limiting access in order to
increase resale value, without accountability for local needs.1
Locals who have ranged freely through these forests find no guarantee
of continued access. They now ask, Will I still be able to access the land for
recreation? Will the mountain slopes remain wild? Who is responsible when
something goes wrong? A hundred years from now, will there still be jobs in
the forest? What will the land look like to my children? What can I do to
preserve these resources?
A hundred years ago, no one could answer these questions, until the
Weeks Act, passed in 1911, came along as an attempt to answer them by having
the federal government step in. History did not stop with the Weeks Act,
though, and in the time since it was instituted, people trying to conserve large
northeastern tracts have fine-tuned their approaches, taking cues from the
needs of local community members who value both the forest industry and
public access. As a result, northern New Hampshire, one of the birthplaces
of the Weeks Act, now composes a mosaic of land types: private, private
under public easement, federal wildlife refuge, national scenic trail, state
park, community forest, and federal forest. Now, when a community seeks to
protect the forest that it values, ways to do so are many—unless it is within
the proclamation boundary2 of the White Mountain National Forest.
	Since the Weeks Act and the advent of forest technology, managers of
industrial timberland cut with an eye to the 30-year regeneration cycle of
the forest, skimming selectively and cutting parcels to ensure the growth of a
mix of pulp and straight saw logs. It was expected that a single owner, families, or industrial mills, would be the same owner 30 years later. Somewhere
around the 1980s, a new form of timber owner emerged: the timber investment management organization, a management group set up with a life of 10
years. This is the more subtle challenge: In contrast to the Weeks Act, which
was a reaction to a strong physical threat, expressed in raw overharvesting,
1
Economics and the need to make a profit have always influenced forestry. It is easy to overidealize the age of local timber companies driven by local needs. Today’s difference, important
and subtle, is that timber owners, buyers, mills, and producers are scattered all over the globe.
Communities that abut the forestland have even less input than before in how the land is
managed and what access is guaranteed.
2
The proclamation boundary of federal forest acquisition is limited to recognized watersheds. The U.S. Forest Service can acquire land within the proclamation boundary without
congressional approval because of the Weeks Act.
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destruction of views, and damage to water quality, the current threats are
increasingly found in fragmentation and rapid change of ownership, the flagging economic viability of forestry, and the temptation to subdivide and sell
for housing development.
From 1980 to 2007, 24 million of the 26 million acres of forest in the
Northern Forest3 changed hands, some parcels even three or four times. These
parcels were sold to pension plans, foundations, private equity firms, large
capital investors, and endowments.4 To narrow this perspective, consider the
Mahoosuc region, between Berlin, New Hampshire; Bethel, Maine; and, to
the north, Errol, New Hampshire. In 1980, just three companies held half
(300,000 acres) of this region’s forests: International Paper Company, Brown
Company, and the Pingree family. In 2004, traditional ownership patterns
ended here5 when International Paper and MeadWestvaco (which acquired
the Brown Company) sold their land.
	In northern New Hampshire, the number of landowners owning small
parcels of 200 to 1,000 acres each increased tenfold from 1980 to 2007. As
timberlands, mills, and manufacturing declined, it was no longer typical for
one owner to manage a large block of timberland with the goal of keeping
that land producing for the long term. In Maine, in 1988, industrial owners accounted for 7.7 million acres of timberland, and large non-industrial
owners held 3.1 million acres. By 2004, the proportions were nearly reversed:
industrial interests held only 3.2 million acres, and non-industrial owners, 6.5
million acres. The forest parcels have been fragmenting into smaller pieces,
many of which timber investment management organizations and real estate
trusts manage.6 Forest jobs are declining as mills and factories close. Land
is more expensive. Public access to the forest is reduced. Also, until the
economic downturn, more second homes were sprouting.
Note that the concept of the Northern Forest is new. The Northern Forest Center defines
the Northern Forest as a connected tract across the boundaries of New York, Vermont, New
Hampshire, and Maine.
4
The Open Space Institute reports that an estimated 60 million acres of forestland in the
United States have changed hands from forest product companies to financial investors. In
2006, 10 million acres of timberland changed hands. Sales have slowed but 50 to 60 million
acres more could change hands during the next decade.
5
A similar event occurred when Diamond International Corp. liquidated its holdings in Maine
in 1988.
6
This is different than the old way of a company owning the forest and manufacturing facilities. In Maine, the last big industrial owner is Canadian-based Irving.
3
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For the past twenty years, those seeking to conserve land have negotiated
sales (of land or easements) to conservation organizations. Nonprofit
organizations and private land trusts have cropped up to identify, secure, and
manage these lands. Beyond the purchase price, caring for land is expensive.
It requires surveys, title searches, legal counsel, stewardship plans, and
endowments.
The Open Space Institute looked at the Mahoosuc region of Oxford
County, Maine, and Coös County, New Hampshire, and estimated that
within the next ten years, 7 to 28 percent of the region’s forestland (about
40,000–150,000 acres) could come up for sale. The total estimate for the
Northern Forest region of Maine, New Hampshire, Vermont, and New York
is 2 to 7 million acres. If the first generation of sustainable forestry began with
the Weeks Act and national forests, the next generation was the conservation easement. The emerging third generation of sustainable forestry involves
industries: they provide market incentives to protect ecosystems, similar to
cap-and-trade agreements that place a price on lowering air emissions.
“The movement is from a hammer to a scalpel,” said Mike Wilson of the
nonprofit Northern Forest Center, dedicated to strong community economies. The approach changed when the public recognized how important land
conservation is, and the conservation experts recognized that they should take
a more nuanced approach to saving land. They are more sophisticated in
how they craft easements today. Some easements set aside land for managed
forests, others for wildlife habitat, others for watershed protection, and still
others to allow areas for snowmobiles and all-terrain vehicles, skiing, and
hiking—and all while allowing public access to all of the lands.
“There is a strong interest from the local citizens to be engaged and have
a seat at the table with regard to land ownership in their communities,” said
Rodger Krussman, state director of the New Hampshire and Vermont offices
of the Trust for Public Land. Krussman was involved in the creation of town
forests in Errol and Randolph, New Hampshire.
These communities now have the opportunity to manage their landscape
to craft easements that reflect their dreams for the land and they are taking it.
As a result, the community forest has become an increasingly realistic option.
The creation of a community forest is somewhere between traditional federal ownership (higher protection, lower local control) and private ownership
under easement (local control, but a different level of protection). A community forest ensures that locals own and articulate priorities for the land’s uses.
“It is a fundamental way to maintain and bolster the relationships between a
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community and the forest that surrounds them,” said Wilson. “It gives them
ownership and a stake in the land, rather than historically where there was a
much more passive role.”
The thread that connects the various forms of today’s community forests is
the social capital they provide; the opportunity for engagement in the process
stimulates community action and ownership. “Active management generates
active participation,” Krussman said.
The genesis of a community forest is never an isolated affair but tends to
pull in national nonprofit organizations such as the Trust for Public Land,
The Nature Conservancy, or the Conservation Fund, as well as regional
organizations such as the Society for the Protection of New Hampshire Forests.
Towns also work with the U.S. Forest Service. The federal government’s
Forest Legacy Program provides money for the process (working through
states to create state-owned easements protecting private forests), as do New
Hampshire’s Land and Community Heritage Investment Program (used for
fee purchases, easements, and other work related to carrying out conservation
work), and the National Park Service’s Land and Water Conservation Fund
which matches funds towns raise to buy or protect land). It is clear that many
strategies have led to the mosaic of land ownership and protection.
Two recent town forests, in Randolph and Errol, New Hampshire,
exemplify the multiplicity, the partnership, and the challenges a community
faces.
The largest town forest in New Hampshire is the Randolph Community
Forest, created in 2001. It measures 10,000 acres, or roughly one-third of the
town’s total land base. The land had been industrial timberland for many
years. It was open to the public, except in areas where logging was taking
place. The Hancock Timber Resource Group, which previously owned
the land, felt the pressures of the declining timber industry along with the
growing demand for land for development. The vast tracts of land owned by
Hancock, if developed, would have been an incredible strain on the town’s
resources and infrastructure. Yet, Hancock still needed revenue.
	In 1995, town leaders in Randolph learned that Hancock had applied to the
Forest Legacy Program7. Here was an opportunity to keep the land residents
loved from being sold, subdivided, developed, or some other uncertainty.
A sharp local reporter, digging for another story, came across this finding and brought it to
the attention of the town.
7
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Town officials organized campaigns. Soon a three-person negotiating team
assembled itself. Walter Graff, John Scarinza, and David Willcox, had experience on the Randolph Planning Board and Conservation Commission and
a wealth of experience in politics in general. Graff is also vice-president of
the Appalachian Mountain Club. Meanwhile, Hancock’s initial Forest Legacy application was unsuccessful; its project was low on the state’s priority
funding list.
The ice storm of 1998 changed the picture. Before, Hancock was attempting to sell only the Forest Legacy easement to the state, but after the storm did
its extensive damage, Hancock now wanted to sell outright the entire parcel
plus 2,300 acres. Those extra acres happened to be “acquirable lands” within
a proclamation boundary of the national forest. This new picture meant that
the private timberland could become federally owned. What was once a push
to place private land under public conservation easement had ballooned
into a chance to acquire significant public land holdings for the Randolph
community and the National Forest. Now towns, nonprofits including The
Trust for Public Land, and the federal government all started talking.
Even at that point, the decision to work toward a community forest was
not definite, commented Willcox. Money and funding was a daunting problem, and the town was reluctant to take on ownership. One option was for
the Trust for Public Land to buy the land and sell it to another private forest
landowner under easement. This would have achieved one of the goals of protecting land from more house building. But new conversations started: could
Randolph residents hold the land as a working forest? Public meetings hosted
by the planning boards of Jefferson and Randolph joined townspeople with
state conservation organizations. Residents asked, What was the difference
between a responsible private owner and a public forest? (Answer: the community strongly connects to a public forest.) Could they balance different
interests for the land? (Answer: Yes; the tract is large.) Could a town manage
a working forest? (Answer: Yes; develop a plan and hire a manager.)
	If the funding could be located to purchase the land (with a price of $1.8
million), there would be a long-term benefit. “There is a real economic value
in owning the forest, if the town can put the deal together,” Wilson said.
Buying land was expensive, but timber harvesting would be a revenue source.
Preliminary data for Randolph showed that the property would be selfsupporting for as long as 50 years.
Funding a community forest is a significant hurdle. To return to the
case of the Mahoosuc region, the Open Space Institute estimated that the
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cost of conservation through easement and fee purchase would be $30 million to $120 million to cover the 7 to 28 percent of the region’s forestland
(40,000–150,000 acres) that is expected to become available in the next ten
years. Randolph tackled its daunting task through fundraising: $1 million
from charitable organizations, $250,000 from the state Land and Community
Heritage Investment Program (LCHIP), and a final $600,000 from the local
Randolph Foundation, which formed in 1962 to fund a park. To contrast
with another recent forest, the 13 Mile Woods Community Forest in Errol
was funded through a bond to be repaid through forest production.
The Randolph community needed to then define its forest’s relationship
to the White Mountain National Forest (WMNF) and how Randolph would
manage its lands that fall within the federal proclamation boundary. The
USFS was interested in acreage within that boundary known as the Pond
of Safety tract. Federal forest management has its critics in northern New
Hampshire, but possible funding sources for this forest were federal. In the
end, the residents of Randolph and the WMNF reached what is considered
an exemplary agreement. The federal appropriations bill noted, “The management of this tract shall be planned and undertaken in consultation with the
elected officials of the town in which it is located.”
“We work in a shared landscape,” said Katherine Stuart, the district ranger
on the Androscoggin District of the White Mountain National Forest who
works closely with the Randolph Community Forest, “meaning that we collaborate across boundaries, so that when management decisions are made, we
can often share them.” What could have been a turf battle, between federal
agency and hackle-raised locals, turned instead into a model partnership.8
“A lot of credit can be given to federal agencies,” Krussman said. “They are
interested in what’s inside the boundary, but are supportive of conserving
what is adjacent and outside.”
	Nearby Gorham created a town forest in the 1930s to protect its watershed,
and Lyme had one that came by chance through tax deed, but the Randolph
Community Forest was the first to promote local forestry, with forestry
and income from timber harvesting listed as the first two goals in the forest
Another example of this is the 13 Mile Woods Community Forest in Errol, near the Umbagog
Wildlife Refuge.
9
The Randolph Community Forest can make decisions through its five-member forest
commission. It is not required to go through town meetings (the legislative bodies of many
New England municipalities) in either of its towns (Randolph and Jefferson).
8
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stewardship plan.9 One of the biggest assets of the RCF is how it has inspired
other communities.
“We’re being used as a model,” said Willcox, who often travels to public
meetings with fellow Randolph Forest Commission member Scarinza. The
RCF has achieved national attention, hosting tours for communities across
the country, most recently from Washington State.
Community forests are a new wave of forest management, and the curiosity
is spreading across New Hampshire and the Northern Forest. “There is quite
a movement starting now,” explained Willcox, looking at Errol, and the
New Hampshire towns of Freedom and Albany, which have also started
community forests. A one-stop shop for resources is found in the new
Community Forest Collaborative (bringing together the Trust for Public
Land, the Northern Forest Center, and the Quebec Labrador Foundation)
and the Open Space Institute’s Community Forest Fund. In Shelburne,
New Hampshire, officials and residents want to protect the rural character
and woods roads, and the Conservation Commission has hosted various
public forums about natural resources.
Maps tell a fascinating story: lines of topography show
glacial carving and watersheds, lines of trails show recreational use, and lines
of property show where different levels of ownership begin and end. A flipbook of maps depicting the Northern Forest region would show a block of
private land, then a burst of new color with federal ownership after the Weeks
Act, then a shattering of the private block as timber ownership changed in the
1980s, and now a shaded variety of public-private partnerships.
But what is the next page of this flipbook? What is the next tool in the
conservation toolbox? What new color is going to show up in the mosaic?
Traditional tools such as public acquisition or the conservation easement
(our hammers and scalpels) are becoming inefficient ways to protect land
because of the rising cost of land and the changing economic climate. Forestland is becoming expensive, and the public funding sources are drying up.
In response, those interested in land protection are looking at an even bigger
idea: the concept of “landscape scale” conservation. That is, paying or finding
subsidies for private landowners to protect “ecosystem services” such as trees
that sequester carbon emissions, filter water, and keep air and soil healthy.
Those supporting conservation include motorsport associations, hunters,
anglers, local businesses, schools, and towns.
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In northern New Hampshire, as large forest tracts splinter for sale, conservationists have
become creative in preserving land. Town forests, one of the responses, are shaded here in
dark gray. CATHY Poppenwimer/AMC
WINTER/SPRING 2011 35

Appalachia_WS2011_FINAL_11.17.indd 35

11/17/10 2:12:51 PM

George “Georgie” Brodeur, of Whitefield, New Hampshire, is one of the youngest loggers
working in New Hampshire. In 2008, at age 19, he operated a skidder in the Randolph
Community Forest. EDITH TUCKER

Interestingly enough, although the world since the Weeks Act has become
increasingly complicated, with an ever-increasing array of players and terminology, the fact remains that the most successful way to conserve land in the
Northern Forest region is through open dialogue with a variety of interests
and stakeholders.
I opened this piece with a vignette from Berlin, an example
of one of the varied stakeholders in the game of conservation. Although
Lombard might not seem like a conservationist, as he is driven by marketing
and economics, he is ultimately running a business that depends on the
maintenance and sustainability of a forested landscape. He is an example of
the unlikely partners in landscape scale conservation.
	In the nearby township of Success, adjacent to Berlin, is a parcel of
timberland that is a new piece in the mosaic. It is 24,000 acres, riddled with
snowmobile trails, berry pickers, and wildlife corridors. It is 24,000 acres that
has been operated as timberland for more than a century: the original name
Success derives from the conclusion that whoever decided to operate a timber
operation there would have great success, and an intrepid explorer can now
easily find rusted iron remnants of railroads and early logging camps.
Just as Randolph and Errol worked with timber companies, Success
township is working with the current timber owner, T. R. Dillon, who is considering a conservation easement. And, as in Randolph and Errol, a nonprofit
organization—the Conservation Fund—is overseeing the discussions. When
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municipalities, businesses, fish and game clubs, camp associations, nonprofit
conservation organizations, and chambers of commerce work together, it is
“a collaborative conversation about how conservation can be a part of their
future,” said Nancy Bell, who is managing the Success project as director of
the Northeast Field Office for the Conservation Fund.
“People have been really thoughtful, exuberant, and excited about the possibility of controlling their futures,” she said. “The folks who are advocating
for this aren’t going to see the benefits of the forest growing back or the
economy altering soon, but they still have a vision of what’s possible, and feel
it’s worth taking action on.” Through public “visioning” forums, small group
meetings, and one-on-one talks, people become aware and engaged. An idea
gestures toward a reality.
The importance of the Success project is found in a play on the word
“community,” as “a common unity of landscape and its relationship to people
living there, of working farms and forests, of livelihood defining life,” Bell
wrote in a recent grant application. She added that citizens are taking a stand,
joining personal values with hard work as the area faces threats of “mills
closing, a changing economy, shifts in land ownership, and an aging population. The citizens of the area are taking a stand to keep the landscape,
communities, and values intact, and to create a future of their own
invention.”
What’s emerged in the century since the Weeks Act is a loud cry from
citizens to be engaged and part of directing what the future might look like.
The Northern Forest mosaic increases in size and complexity, exploding with
colors, shapes, and patterns. It is easy to become overwhelmed with choice,
buried under the weight of the task at hand, which is nothing less than the
salvation of a unique landscape and its human communities. It is far more
productive to appreciate the nuances of choice and collaborations. The salvation of an ecosystem and a society is at stake in this Northern Forest.

SALLY MANIKIAN, who has written for Appalachia twice before, believes in forests
as a social and economic force. She has worked in the backcountry of New Hampshire for several years and currently is the backcountry resource conservation manager
for the Appalachian Mountain Club. She serves on the boards of directors of the
Randolph Mountain Club and the Berlin (New Hampshire) Industrial Development
and Park Authority. She lives in Berlin.
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Pemigewasset Dreams
Perched on the edge of cataclysm
Jonathan Mingle
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I

am walking through Zealand Notch, south toward Thoreau Falls. It’s a gray late November day, well after the kaleidoscope has
departed the hillsides. Winter’s onset sits heavy in silent, bare birch boughs
all around me, like a wordless warning. It’s easy to slip into a sweet sort of
melancholy if one wants, to sigh for the lost glories of autumn, and I do.
But the forest disrobed offers me a chance to scan for signs of the cataclysm,
so I do. I imagine the rusty rail track that once bisected the notch, just yards
from where I walk. I close my eyes and try to conjure the voices of loggers,
of rough, tired men shouting and grunting as they wrestle large timbers onto
the rail cars. I open my eyes again and for a moment can glimpse the waste
left in the loggers’ wake, all stumps and slash and churned mud reaching
up to the shoulders of Zeacliff. (How did the author of the book on
New Hampshire’s logging railroads put it? “[A] pile of burnt rubble and sterile
soil.” A useful apocalypse.)1
A slight breeze stirs the leaves on the ground. I indulge myself: an almost
imperceptible gesture of recognition from that forest’s descendants? They
seem to whisper: Yes, it was once so.
	Suddenly a screaming crescendo invades my eardrums; my reverie explodes.
I look up just in time to watch three fighter jets speed, in quick succession,
through the middle of Zealand Notch, like well-aimed arrows. The planes
cock their wings at slight angles, cockily, blasting southward just a few hundred feet above the naked treetops, each lower than the one before, until I can
see the pilot in the cockpit of the last. I can make out the circle-cross symbol
on its blurred fuselage. This last jet banks, rolling left, east of Carrigain, its
wings curling off invisible notch rails like a boy home from school, heading
out the door to play.
	I move on, reflexively chagrined and stewing. Joyrides on my tax dollar—
harbingers of cataclysm to come. But I am secretly heartened by the display,
by the exuberant excess of it. I consider the valley, and how it must not be
surprised or unsettled. It gets this all the time, really.
The flat, forgiving path permits quick and careless strides, and I silently
review the history of these valleys: never really settled, just hunted and wondered and wandered until 130 years ago, then cut with abandon, their beds
Logging Railroads of the White Mountains by C. Francis Belcher, Appalachian Mountain Club
Books; 1st edition (December 1, 1994).

1

A view of Zeacliff looking south from Zealand Pond.

ERIC PEDERSON
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laced with railroads, erosion, calamitous fires, the illusion of sterility, frenzied
re-growth, the invasion of recreating hordes armed with good intentions. The
flanks of the mountains are densely covered, but now in late fall, the naked
armies of birches surrounding islands of spruce tell ghostly tales of what
was taken.
	Such swift-moving debris—where did it all go?
	Now a chain saw’s bellow and stutter ricochet from the other side of
Whitewall, and I am brought back to the present. My shoulders tighten with
the memory of the afternoon’s work, hauling birch and maple logs through
a slippery wood up to the hut. All these sounds chomp and stomp, and
flatten the hearing of them. They seem to augur strange weather or seek
for the clearings, where wildness can only be measured next to its absence.
Melancholy sweetens and thickens.
The intruders behind these sounds, after all, are my fellows. And the land
is a willing victim now, as the map lines show us. The federal Wilderness
absorbs all of our rumble and clatter, hides it in secret pockets, scatters some
back in the four directions, swiftly moving as the river’s name suggests.2 Speed
has both bulk and form here in the Pemigewasset, yes, but devastation has
its own formless gravity. I nod at the thick forest. Leave it to us—to me—to
think of this soil as a coiled spring, programmed to push back at our affronts.
It is pretty to think so, after all.
Later in the day, I have climbed to Zeacliff. It’s a fine overlook,
a kind of chopped step precipice that offers gradual dropping away. The scene
is as mottled as my thoughts. From this vantage, the past shines bare as the
birch trunks, huge swaths of them, like blankets tucked in between spruce
heads and fir toes, a giant nursery dozing under an anxious sky.
Like the forest, I have my own unsheathed nerves, exposed abjectly to
the needs and sorrows of the human moment, courtesy of National Public
Radio’s sober bleat in the hut this morning. More cataclysm. Another suicide
bomb in Baghdad. Ethnic cleansing in Sudan. An ice shelf has collapsed. Like
so much detritus, of shattered lives and landscapes, rushing past before we
can know what it even means.
The sun graces a hill flank briefly, frosts it with cool light, and I rush
with my ever-ready stash of significance to congratulate . . . who, exactly? I
look into the ring of mountains in this eastern lobe—clad not just in birch
2

In the Abenaki language, “Pemigewasset” means “swift current.”
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Zealand Falls Hut surrounded by winter.

JON MINGLE

and spruce, but also maple, beech, and rolling fir waves—and I see myself
reflected back: a composite man, all cobbled dreams and disappointments,
hopeless flux.
	It’s tempting for a moment to intuit some design in it all. I can make
out the old railroad beds from here, the scorched low hillsides, the evergreen
holdouts on slopes too steep for the skidding teams. The sight is too generous;
the land’s vulnerability is still clear. I stand and crane and peer to extract my
meaning, my due, that most precious resource.
More dappled light arrives and distracts my restless eye, and I am moved
to move off again. One heavy leg drops in front of the other, a chain reaction
of gentle metabolic explosions, until I pass the sign. I pause before the green
plastic stake and consider its message: “Federal National Forest Wilderness
Boundary. Foot travel welcome.”
	So I let my foot travel and, just like that, I am in the other kingdom,
reclaimed by us, from us, set aside (and above slightly), like the abused vehicle
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it was and remains. I am surrounded by that ineffable substance: Wilderness.
I stop again and consider the fir trees, which partially obscure the generous
view of twenty yards before.
They seem the same as the non-Wilderness firs—no visible signs of relief,
or exultation, on their part. No endangered species occupy their branches.
Like the very young children of royalty, they seem to grow heedless of their
special status. The trail drops down quickly and steeply, over rock ledges, rootribbed, skirting the cliff band to the east. The cliff also marks the boundary
of the federal Wilderness: if you stand on its ample platform, you are
without; if you sit and dangle your legs over the edge, they are graced.
Wilderness legs.
	I drop down the trail, and test the character of the hillside with all my
senses. It is an unfair exercise, searching for signs, tongue deposited in
cheek, only to score desultory points to myself—for at first I fail to find
any distinguishing marks of Wilderness, whatever they might be. It is
getting dark, now, but then I recognize some signs for what they are: the
generous birch glades testify to what was taken. The forest succession
resembles our own: a new, different generation always grows, heedless of the
past but wordlessly bearing its legacies. Unwitting witnesses to cataclysm,
opportunists, just like us.
	Or are they some organ of the collective forest patient, just shaking off
the last vestiges of post-traumatic stress disorder, flexing its barked fingers
and limbs again, taking firmer and stronger steps—craning upward, seeding
around—toward health? Like songs in the forgiving acoustics of the shower,
the flawed metaphors come easily in the twilight.
My footfalls on the granite steps announce the presence of another
specter—geologic time. No human analogies are comfortable in its presence.
The patient fades away, replaced by some blurred image of a landscape, convulsed with the logic of its own rules of change. We can only dimly perceive
that ancient cycle of trauma and transformation. Darkness spreads like ink
spilled through the forest page, and those white pencil trunks take on the
character of grave necessity.
Wilderness. I am back in the hut, now, and the kettle starts to
clatter on the stovetop. I roll the word around in my mouth again: Wilderness.
It’s ungainly, when you think about it, with its three syllabic steps trailing off
into that final susurration. Like a question.
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	It’s easy to get too comfortable with this recent label, and its attendant
laws. They are necessary, too necessary, and yet somehow superfluous. Saying
doesn’t make it so, of course, and yet if we say it enough—“Wilderness”—
and believe it, then perhaps it will some day be a wilderness again, whatever
that once meant. And overflow the invisible lines on our maps and in our
heads, make its own inroads, in a daring role reversal, into whatever is its
antonym. Follow its own ineluctable—and inaccessible—logic to the
detriment of boundaries everywhere.
Perhaps.
	It calls to my mind the problem of sharp boundaries, which I first
encountered as a sophomore philosophy student in the back row of a
charismatic professor’s class. His eyes lit up as he walked us through the
Sorites Paradox, attributed to the ancient Greek philosopher Zeno of Elea.
The mountain is a pile of grains of soil and stone—if we take them away, one
by one, at what point does it become a hill? At what point is it merely a heap?
Conversely, if two grains of soil don’t make a heap, how many does it take?
	So what does it mean that, as I walked past the sign, my left foot was in
Wilderness, and my right in prosaic “national forest”? As I gazed across the
valley to Mount Tom, was I privy to some precisely delineated Sublime? Silly
questions on the surface, of course: we need to draw those lines somewhere.
Such lines surround us every day; that they are somewhat arbitrary, like most
conventions, shouldn’t trouble us. For they are not completely arbitrary, right?
There is something in there that justifies the line, worth protecting. But what?
Is it the transgressed past? The possibility of atonement?
This is what the sign legally boils down to: only foot travel is permitted
past it. No structures can be built there. Those that remain are left to wilt,
blazes are left to fade. No trees can be harvested therein. Our Wilderness thus
amounts to a set of negative demands, and it is well that it is thus, no? It is
literally “set aside,” from the narrow exigencies of use, as a zone of safety from
marauding two-legged exploiters, a purely aesthetic resource to be savored as
a concept from the comfort of one’s living room, or as an unfamiliar context
on one’s own two feet.
And what of the boundary between before and after, between devastation and renewal? Are we poised on some cyclic inflection point on the soil’s
insistent sine curve, bound to return, bound to collapse into old follies and
patterns of repentance? How sharp is that boundary? With relief, I recall
my professor’s caution: even the sharpest of boundaries is still, in the final
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analysis, rather fuzzy. They are conspiracies hatched by the words we choose;
they signal our latent values. They say more about our desperate need for the
line than they do about the forest.
	I savor my tea in the darkness. I set aside Wilderness, and I whisper a word
that is foreign to me, but which seems to say much more, about flux and
motion, and the danger of drawing lines, and the possibility of redemption:
Pemigewasset.
As the day draws to a close, my thoughts are once more
circumscribed by the hut walls. I go over the things to do before bed: the
wood must be stacked, the floors swept, the dishes washed. If any heightened awareness visited me up on the promontory, it has quietly departed. At
some point, I don’t know where—or when—exactly, I did indeed exit the
Wilderness, or vice versa.
	I’m in bed now; my eyes are closed. Back up the cliff, on its south side,
I like to imagine that wilderness is slowly outgrowing the mere idea of
Wilderness. It is overflowing the survey lines that, like the metal flashing
ringing the osprey’s nest I once spied up north, protect it from predators.
If the veiled logic of succession prevails, that cage—so critical now, in this
moment between cataclysms of our own making—will sit and rust on
old topographic maps. It will only be of interest to historians, and
melancholy hikers.

JONATHAN MINGLE is a writer based in Vermont. In 2004 and 2005, he worked
as a caretaker of Carter Notch and Zealand Falls huts, and at the Hermit Lake
Shelters.
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To Read The World
	In this late light, each swell
casts a long line of shadow
that deepens, moving toward me.
Crows contend back in the marsh, and one
flies out along the bluff
calling as it goes.
Here, where I stood when young,
		
I’m still learning
to read the world. As if it were yet another
upheaval I could remember
		
in this place,
I watch the ancient rifting
		
of the Atlantic;
think how the moon, rising full now,
pulled on the water
before this shore was born.
A cormorant emerges, croaks
in alarm, flaps her black wings,
striking and breaking the surface.
I follow until we are
wholly in air.
Polly Brown

POLLY BROWN teaches at Touchstone Community School and works with the
poetry collaborative, Every Other Thursday, in eastern Massachusetts. Her latest
chapbook, Each Thing Torn From Any of Us, was published by Finishing Line Press.
She has written also for terrain.org.
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Mountain Voices

Ben English, Jr.
Quiet and unassuming, his reach in the
White Mountains is far and wide
Doug Mayer and Rebecca Oreskes
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A

low-key and unassuming figure, Ben English is not
widely known outside of a small circle of mountain friends. His
contributions to the White Mountains, though, have reached many
thousands of people over many generations. They span his days working
on trails, his current support of the Appalachian Mountain Club
professional White Mountain trail crew, work coediting two books, Our
Mountain Trips: Part I, 1899 to 1908 and Our Mountain Trips: Part II,
1909 to 1926 (Bondcliff Books, 2005), and his photography—his railroad
photographs appear in the book Trackside Around New Hampshire With
Ben English, Jr., 1950–1970 (Morning Sun Books, 2009). A third generation AMC member, Ben joined the club when he was 12. He has served
on five of the committees that edited and revised the AMC’s revered
White Mountain Guide.
Married to Judy, father of two children, and a retired schoolteacher, Ben
says, “I don’t mind being not known.” The mountains have been part of Ben’s
life since childhood when he read his grandparents’ journals detailing their
adventures in the White Mountains, bird watching with his grandmother,
staying in the huts and later as a member of the AMC trail crew. (Editor’s note:
A review of those journals, compiled as Our Mountain Trips, appears on page
149.) He continues to be involved with the trail crew. He visits them in the
woods, shares stories, and invites them to his house. He says, “The trail crew
has probably shaped or created a whole life for me. I still hang around with
them, and they come here and visit. . . . It’s very meaningful.”
	In a world where so many of us multitask and pay only casual attention,
Ben listens, observes, and pays close attention, especially to our mountain
world. “On January 1, 1960, I started one of those five-year diaries,” he says. “I
write four lines a day, and I’ve done it faithfully ever since. I’ve missed about
ten days in 50 years.”
We spoke with Ben English at the cozy, simple home his parents built in
Jackson, New Hampshire. The view from his dining room ranges from Carter
Dome, to the northern Presidentials, to Mount Monroe, the Gulf of Slides,
and Mount Isolation. He loves the view, but he loves being out in the mountains with the trail crew even more.
What follows is in his own words.
Ben English examining an ax used by today's Appalachian Mountain Club Trail Crew
in an equipment shed at the club's Pinkham Notch facility. New Hampshire.
NED THERRIEN
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Coming to Jackson, New Hampshire
My mother and father met here in Jackson, in the mid ’30s. Both their
colleges happened to have ski weekends at Moody’s, now Whitney’s Inn [at
the base of Black Mountain in Jackson]. My mother’s car got stuck in the
snow and the boys went over to help. That’s how they met.
After World War II, we started coming up to Christmas Farm Inn in
Jackson as a family, for vacations and on weekends. Around ’50, my parents
decided we were spending a lot of money at the inn. It was great, but they figured we should look around for a chunk of land. So, they came in here with
a real estate agent. There were two acres here for sale. My father and mother
came in December ’51, on snowshoes and looked at Mount Washington and
said, “That’s it! We’d like to buy this.” The original part of the house was a
30-by-15 woodshed that had been across the road from us, down in Topsfield,
Massachusetts. My father and another guy numbered all the timbers, and
they put it on a truck and brought it up here in the summer of ’52. Now we
had a camp.
	I went to Topsfield High School for two years. I didn’t study worth a diddly, but I got A’s. My parents knew I was coasting. They said, “Boy, you’re
going to have to go to school somewhere else. We’re going to have to pay to
educate you.” So, I went to Mount Hermon School for two years. I wasn’t
smart enough to get into Bates or Bowdoin or UNH or all those places, so I
went to Nasson College down in Springvale, Maine. It was a great place.

Signing up for AMC Trail Crew
In August of ’55, my parents and I were at Madison Hut. Back in those days,
the guests helped with dishes after the meal. We’d wash and wipe and put the
dishes away, even though I’m sure we didn’t put them in the right places, but
the hut crew appreciated the help.
Well, I am a pretty quiet guy. I’m a low-profile person. So I went out in the
kitchen and probably put away three or four dishes. There was a tall, skinny
guy who was clearly not part of the hut crew. He and the hut crew were talking, and I tuned into words like “tent,” “cooking over fire,” “ax,” “trails,” and
“sleeping out.” And those words, they rang a big bell with me. So, after they
got done talking, I went over to this guy; I looked up at him. I said, “I like the
sound of what I heard.” He told me that they were talking about the AMC
trail crew. He said, “If you’re interested, write in and get an application,”
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which I did. His name was David Hayes. Stretch Hayes. He was the AMC
trail master in 1955.
	So, I filled out the application that fall, and later in the winter I got a letter
from Joel Nichols who lived in West Newbury, Massachusetts. I still have the
letter. It said, “My name is Joel Nichols. You don’t know me from Adam. I’m
going to be your boss this summer. Don’t let that scare you. I put my pants
on one leg at a time just like everybody else. Some people say I resemble the
Old Man of the Mountain so I’m also known as the Great Stone Face.” His
profile and his chin stuck out. He’s a cool guy.
That was in March of ’56. I was 16 years old. I was on the trail crew the
summers of ’56, ’57, and part of ’58.

Hutton Lodge
Those were the days when AMC had a house in Whitefield, New
Hampshire, right in the village up on the hill. The house was Hutton Lodge, named for Jack Hutton. He was on trail crew and trail master in the late ’30s. He was a highly respected trail master—and not just
trail stuff, either. He was just all-around respected. Then he went in
the Marines, and got killed on Iwo Jima. So they named the house
Hutton Lodge.
When the AMC trail crew started in 1919, they looked at Whitefield for
a base, because it’s to the north of three notches. You can run down to Franconia or Crawford [notches], just go over to Gorham and come down to
Pinkham, and go a little further east and come down south to Evans. You can
also get over to Kinsman Notch.
For the first decade, the crew used the trains to get around. The Profile
and Franconia Notch Railroad ran up to the Profile House from Bethlehem
Junction. The Maine Central came down from Crawford. There were plenty
of passenger trains. You know, Portland to Saint J [St. Johnsbury, Vermont].
Pinkham was a little more difficult to get to, but they’d take a train to Gorham from Whitefield.

AMC Trail Crew in the 1950s
We went into the woods on Saturday morning, came out Thursday afternoon;
we were in Whitefield Thursday night, Friday, Friday night and back into the
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woods on Saturday morning. There were nine people on the crew back then.
There were eleven my second year, and I think there were eleven in ’58.
The AMC hired a woman from Littleton to come in and cook for us.
Mrs. Chamberlain was one wicked cook. Geez, was she good! We’d work a
half a day on Thursday, then run down the trail, get out of the woods, get
in the Jeep and drive back to Whitefield. She always had steaming biscuits
waiting for us, whether it was 3 o’clock or 5 o’clock. They were slathered
with real butter. We’d eat probably four or five big biscuits as soon as we’d
get in the door. Then, we’d take a shower. We’d put on a clean T-shirts and
clean pants. Mrs. Chamberlain always had a big supper for us. We had a
dining room, and we ate at a table with the trail master at the head.
The upper-years were along the sides and the first-years were way down at
the end.
After supper, we’d take our laundry over to the Whitefield Steam Laundry.
Then some of us would go out. There was Chase Barn Playhouse right there
in Whitefield. We’d get dressed up. We’d put a jacket on. There were girls
there, the usherettes. Some of us would go to the movies. There were drivein theaters in Littleton and Twin Mountain. And of course, we always had
to grease our boots and sharpen our axes. On Friday, we’d do chores, get the
laundry, and get food all lined up for the next week.
We had three vehicles. A ’47 Jeep (a real Jeep—the window flopped down
on the hood), a ’51 Willys pickup truck with wooden bows in the back with
canvas over it, and a ’49 Chevy wagon. We’d take these vehicles down two or
three times a summer to Ken Jordan who ran the Gulf station in town. He’d
say, “What do you boys do with these vehicles?! I get them all fixed up for you
and you come in here five or six days later, the exhaust systems have been torn
out and the brakes are all worn!”
We didn’t abuse them, though, but we did use them. In ’56, we had to go
into Desolation Shelter with a big load. The Signal Ridge Trail was a whole
heck of a lot better than it is now. We said, “Why are we going to walk seven
miles dragging all this crap on our back? We’ve got this versatile Jeep!” We
thought we’d drive up there and see how far we could go. I didn’t think we
could get all the way to Desolation Shelter but, I thought, we ought to be able
to knock off a couple of miles. And so we did, but it was a little hairy. We got
as far as the junction of Carrigain Notch Trail and Signal Ridge Tail and the
Carrigain Brook crossing. [Editor’s note: a distance of 1.7 miles.] We couldn’t
get across, so we unloaded all the stuff and tied it onto our pack boards.
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It probably took us longer to drive to that junction than it would have if we
had packed.

Moses
Everyone on trail crew had woods names. Mine was Moses. I started trail
crew late my first year. My parents drove me up to Whitefield. Alan McLean
was there and he said, “I’m a first-year also. Everybody else is in the woods.
We’re late.” There was a note from trail master Joel Nichols. It said, “There is
food in the refrigerator, make yourself at home, go upstairs, find a bunk and
I’ll see you tomorrow morning.” That’s all it was.
	So the next morning Joel showed up and he showed us—sort of—how
to put food and things in boxes. And he said, “Get in the Jeep. We’re going
to go to the Mahoosucs.” I had no idea what he was talking about. The Success Pond Road at that time was just a one-track road. It was for logging
trucks and there were pull-offs every now and then. No bridges. No culverts.
You had to ford every bit of water. We used the Jeep or the ’51 Willys truck.
We drove up that road in low gear for an ungodly long time. [The distance was
8.1 miles —Editor.] We were headed to Carlo Col Shelter.
We got out at the Carlo Col Trail and Joel showed us a pack board and
gave us a clothesline to tie the boxes on. I remember seeing Joel lash two
boxes quickly to his pack board, put it on his back, and then he was gone.
And here Alan and I are, numb, naïve, green, and thinking, “Geez, how did
he do that?” Well, we figured it out, and we got our boxes on and Alan went
off a little ahead of me.
My legs are short, so I cannot walk as fast. I mean, I think I’m going fast,
but I’m not. Well, anyway, I was behind. Now, it’s only 2.4 miles up to Carlo
Col Shelter. I didn’t see Alan and I didn’t see Joel, but I figured, I’d packed
before. I wasn’t scared or anything. I just went along and figured I’ll get there
eventually. I had all day. It was probably 9 a.m. Well, by the time I got up
there, it was probably 2 p.m. Alan was already there. And Joel said, “Where
have you been?” He said it politely. I mean, he didn’t make me feel like a mole
or a worm or anything, but he did emphasize, “Where have you been?” I said,
“I don’t know. I was just coming along.” I felt all right. Nothing hurt. I was
tired. And he said, “Moses spent 40 days in the wilderness, didn’t he? You’re
Moses.” So I was Moses.
	I think I know the reason I was so slow. I noticed that Joel had two boxes.
He had his personal box, which included his sleeping bag and wool shirt and
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One of the few snapshots of 1957 AMC trail crew members carrying their full loads
shows (left to right) English, Warren Lightfoot, Stephen Waite, and Tom Lisco, getting
ready to leave Zealand Falls Hut for the Guyot Shelter. COURTESY OF BEN ENGLISH, JR.

toothbrush, and he probably had the pot kit which is very light. And Alan
had his personal box and a box of food. We all had our axes and clippers. But
old English here, he had his personal box, probably a food box, and he also
had a case of oranges.
[Later Nichols gave an explanation for the oranges.] Nichols said, “I’m going
to find out about this English guy and see if he can work and earn his way.”
I just figured everybody takes a case of oranges or something. So we get up
there, and how many are there, 25 or 30 oranges in a case, and there were the
three of us for two days. I think we ate a lot of oranges, and we might have
heaved a lot of them into the woods, too. I spoke to him about that oh, three
or four years ago in Vermont, and he just smiled.

Life on Trail Crew
We started the season with patrolling—clearing out winter brush, trees,
and branches with an ax. Patrolling was great. We covered a lot of miles.
We saw a lot of country like the Mahoosucs. After the patrolling was done,
we standardized, which means cutting brush and branches so the trail was
six feet wide and eight feet high; so you could go through it without a pack
hitting branches.
A lot of folks think that standardizing is dull and boring and all, but I
didn’t find it to be that. It was like mowing the lawn. You know, mowing the
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lawn may be dull, but it isn’t to me because I like to walk, and I can also see
what I’ve accomplished. After standardizing a section, I’d turn around and
look and think, “Wow, nice corridor!”
Well, the AMC had, we estimated, 365 miles of trail to maintain in the
White Mountains. We patrolled everything, every year. Our goal was to
standardize one-third of that, 100 miles, each summer.
We also built and maintained the shelters. That was fun. And we were
responsible for signs. There were 700 AMC trail signs. And on patrol, we’d
make note, just like they do now, of any signs that were missing or broken. If
there was a bridge or a shelter that needed to be rebuilt, we did it. Usually a
bridge was just two logs, two stringers.
	In ’57, the trail crew built Ethan Pond Shelter. Bob Scott and I—it was
my second year, he must have been a third-year—we were sent in with a mess
of food and axes, and I guess we had a tent. We were told to cut all the trees
we could find, and peel them and stack them in a week. So we did. We cut,
limbed them, and we peeled bark off enough trees to build that shelter.
We had pitch in our sleeping bag, on our sleeping bag, in us. My glasses
had pitch on them, in them. You even tasted pitch. I’m not complaining.
Even then, I don’t think we complained. It was just a result of being in there.
You couldn’t get pitch off your hands. Before you picked up anything, you
had to rub your hand in the dirt so your hands wouldn’t be so sticky. That was
wicked fun. The shelter was dedicated on August 21, 1957.

Tools and Machete Fights
The first-years used single-bit axes. Second-years and up got double-bit
axes and machetes. I still have my machete. They would do some damage!
You could take down a small tree if you grabbed it maybe five feet up and
you bend it, put as much tension as you can, and then you slash down at
the bottom.
Another thing that was cool about machetes: We had machete fights. You
and I would each have a machete, and we’d turn it so that the backside was
out; then we’d crash those machetes, “Bang, bang!” The goofers—oh, my
God, they didn’t know that it’s the backside that we’re hitting. It’s not the
sharp side. We wouldn’t do that to a tool. My machete has three or four dozen
dents or nicks in the back from where the other guy would slash against it. It
was a cool sound. You know, steel ringing on steel.
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A lot of people thought—and still think—that the trails take care of themselves. Once, we decided we’re going to make it so the goofers realize that
trails don’t take care of themselves. It was on the Ethan Pond Trail. We came
to a very thick part of alders. Well, we made the trail a little extra wide, like
maybe it was eight feet wide and maybe eight feet tall. It was a clear, beautiful,
and wide trail. And then all of a sudden there was this wall of alders, and we
left it vertical. We hoped people would say, “My God, maybe we’re not on the
right trail. Maybe it doesn’t go any further!”

Moses the Donkey Killer
Later my first season, I got a little something added to my woods name. The
AMC had twelve miles of trail over on Katahdin. And every year, for one
week, three guys would go over and patrol. We’d get in the Jeep and drive
for six or eight hours to Roaring Brook Campground and spend the night
there.
The next day, we’d hike into Russell Pond. There was a cabin in there, a
real cabin with doors and windows. It was for the ranger, but we could stay
in it.
The trail was an old tote road and it was pretty level. At the end of the
week, on the way out, I remember I was in the lead and was leaning forward.
When you come out of the woods you’re in a hurry and you just want to get
out to civilization. You lean forward, you’re holding the bottom of your pack
board on your hands to lift it up or steady it. Your eyes are down and you’re
looking where your feet are going.
Warren Lightfoot was right tight on my butt, and Joel was right tight on
Warren’s ass, right behind him. There were three of us just as tight as we could
go. I mean, we were booking it.
	I looked ahead on one of those straight stretches, and I saw a donkey
coming toward us, packing in supplies for the ranger at Russell Pond. There
were a couple of donkeys with a muleskinner. We just kept right on truckin’.
I glanced up again and we were closer, and they were still on the trail. I figured the muleskinner is going to have the donkeys stop for humans. Maybe I
took the wrong assumption. We got close enough, and Warren and Joel, they
saw what was going on. We got even closer and I figured, I guess I’m going
to have to be the one to make a move. It was pretty close. So I stepped aside.
And Warren and Joel, they both stepped aside. And the donkeys swept past
us. And the muleskinner, he didn’t say anything, he just probably nodded or
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In August 1956, English, who was known as Moses because he hiked slowly, encountered
a donkey on the trail. The incident—immortalized in this cartoon by trail crew member
Warren Lightfoot—gave him a longer nickname. WARREN LIGHTFOOT/COURTESY OF BEN
ENGLISH, JR.

something. And then they just kept on going. At that point, Warren thought
that was the funniest thing. He fell over laughing. He grabbed his gut, and
he just laughed and laughed. He was howling. Joel was, too. And he said,
“Moses, I thought you were just going to run right into them.” And Joel says,
“Moses the Donkey Killer!”

Trail Crew Changes
The trail crew first-years got $15 a week. The second-years got $20, and the
third-years made $25. The trail master got $45, I think. And, of course, we got
all our food, our tools, and AMC paid for the laundry.
Working for the AMC, you’re paid in great spirits and fun and accomplishment, but your wallet doesn’t get fat. So eventually, after my third year,
my parents and I figured I guess I better get a “real” job. I didn’t want to be
trail master, really. But being a second-year and a third-year was kind of cool,
because you knew the ropes. You knew where the trails were and you knew
how to get to Dream Lake or the Reel Brook Trail without having to be told.
And you didn’t need a map.
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Things have changed over the years. The trail crew members these days,
they’re more worldly. I certainly wasn’t. I mean these guys after their first year,
maybe the next winter they’ve got an internship with the Micmac Indians
on Cape Breton, and then the next year from where they’re in college they’re
going over to India to help build trails or something. That was not me.
	One of the big changes is having women on the crew; I mean, it’s natural.
We all live together. When you’re on trail crew, you certainly have to be a definite makeup. They say you have to be able to live for five days in the woods
close to each other’s butts. If you can’t do it, then you’re not cut out for it.
That eliminates 90 percent of the world.
And you stay in tents away from shelters, away from people. There weren’t
so many people in the woods when I was on crew. We stayed in shelters practically all the time. If we were working out on Franconia Ridge, we’d stay at
Liberty Spring Shelter. The mountains are a lot busier now.
	Not having a campfire is a big part that’s different. You know, they used
to say that campfire was the caveman’s television. It’s so neat to sit around a
campfire. We used to cook on a fire for breakfast and supper. And it wasn’t
[called] dinner! It was supper. On trail crew, first-years got the firewood,
started the fire, kept it going, and the upper-years did the cooking. And then,
the first-years did the dishes. We built a fire at any shelter. The next thing we’d
do is get a pot, get water in it, and boil it. You kept it going while you were
cooking and eating, and then the hot water was there for the dishes.
	If it was rainy, and it was going to be raining the next day and hard to
get the fire going, well, you’d get wood on your way to the shelter. You get
your wood, keep it in your pack, and keep it in your sleeping bag, to
keep it dry. If you were a first-year, you had to get the fire going and keep
it going. I still like campfires. I’ve got a fireplace built against the boulder,
outside here. I just go down there and sit. Maybe sit and read. Maybe just lie
down. It’s cool to do that.
	Now they use stoves, and we can’t have fires. I couldn’t be without a campfire. But the crews now—the trail crew doesn’t miss it. They don’t miss it
because they didn’t have it. Stoves, women, campfires, and staying in tents—
those are all changes. But I don’t think the type of person on trail crew has
really changed. When trail crew alumni from the ’50s and ’60s and ’70s come
back, they say to the current crew, “You know, it’s so great. Your names have
changed, but it’s so great to see that the feeling and the tradition and the
excitement and the energy, the intensity of it, and the whole scene is the same
as it was.”
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After I left trail crew, I worked at Camp Asquam, a girls’ camp down
on Squam Lake. I was the hiking counselor. That was pretty cool. I did two
summers there, and then in ’61, I worked at Christmas Farm Inn doing
grounds. I didn’t go back to visit trail crew much until the mid-’60s.
	I guess at some point I realized that this trail crew thing had really made
an impression on me. So, I began to drift back and visit Hutton or go into
the trail crew cabin, which was built in ’76. By the time I had gotten back,
women had already come in. I wasn’t an immediate observer of women joining, but I think it’s great now. I mean, I don’t know how it would have been
in the ’50s to have women on trail crew. Probably, they wouldn’t want to have
them on the crew just because of the formality of the expectations that boys
and girls didn’t go out to the woods together.

Becoming a Teacher
When it came time to figure out a career, I wanted to be a forest ranger or
conservation officer or do something outdoors. I was told after my aptitude
test that I wouldn’t do very well in math, and that I would need a lot of math
to be a forest ranger, which is a bunch of bunk.
	So that was the street I was headed down, and all of a sudden, it was like
that big wall of alders on the Ethan Pond Trail. That’s the end of forestry for
me. I didn’t know what the hell I wanted to do in college. Business? I hated
it. And I hated numbers. I’m still not good in math. Somebody said, “Well,
why don’t you take education courses?” So I did.
After college, I started teaching right away in Campton, New Hampshire. I’ve always taught seventh- and eighth-grade English and history.
Every now and then, I’d have a sixth-grade class, and every now and then, I’d
have a ninth-grade class. I was two years in Campton, and I ended up liking
teaching. I taught for another 32 years, the last 20 being in Bartlett,
New Hampshire. [Editor’s note: English also taught at public and private
schools in Newbury, Massachusetts; Canaan, New Hampshire; and Concord,
New Hampshire.]

Railroads
My interest in trains started when I was probably 2, 3, or 4 years old, when
my mother and father used to drive me around Eastern Massachusetts and
Southern New Hampshire. Where we lived, all the bridges had signs that read
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“Boston and Maine Railroad.” My mother would say, “There’s a bridge coming.” I would get excited and say, “Boston and Maine Railroad!”
When I was in Whitefield with the trail crew, the B&M and the Maine
Central were both there. There was passenger service on both railroads, plus
freight trains. Driving through Crawford Notch, we’d see trains. Working on
Webster Cliff, we’d look down and see those trains going through the notch.
My roommate in college was George McEvoy, and he liked transportation. We hung around the local railroad yard, maybe an hour here and an
hour or two there. They liked us down there. We’d look at the trains, look at
the cars. Before long they said, “You want a ride?” We’d move around the yard
when they were shifting cars around. We’d get rides when they delivered coal
to the woolen mill steam plant down in Sanford. Another day they asked,
“You want a ride to Portland?” Well, we’d make sandwiches and go along.
Once a month we’d ride.
	I took pictures of railroad buildings and stations and bridges and section
houses and things, as well as trains. I’ve always been interested in structures.
I have a little shanty that used to be up at Crawford’s. The railroad moved it
down to Glen, and then they didn’t use it anymore. I bought it for $5, and
brought it up here. And so I have a railroad building out back. (But that’s
nothing compared to Ray Evans who had seventeen buildings! Ray and I
got along very well. We were good friends. I couldn’t keep up with him
on the trail, even though he was 30 years older than me.) [Editor’s note:
Ray Evans grew up along the railroad tracks in Crawford Notch and went on to
be a lifelong lover of railroads and the White Mountains and a friend to many
hut and trail crews.]
	I was in the Pemi in ’56, ’57, ’58. Working in the Pemi on trail crew was
pretty cool. There was a great connection between logging railroads, the
mountains, and the trails. Just what I love. I admired the Number 17 [railroad] trestle every time I hiked past it. Eventually, I decided to hike to the
trestle for the express purpose of photographing it. That day was August 14,
1960. When I arrived, I was dismayed to see that it had been washed out
in the flood of October 1959, when the slides had come down in Franconia
Notch, every notch was closed, and the Kanc [Kancamagus Highway] was
washed out. After I had started teaching in Campton in 1962, one of the guys
who worked at Rand’s Hardware Store in Plymouth, Francis Boyle, gave me
a couple of his photographs of the trestle after it had been abandoned. The
track was on the top. They call them upside-down bridges.
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Mountain History
No matter where you go in the White Mountains, it’s been logged. I like
knowing what was here before. For example, the Wilderness Trail coming
out of the Pemi. People will say they went up Bondcliff and then they had
that five-mile slog coming out. But I say, “Wow, this is a neat culvert,” or, “I
wonder does that brook have a name, or is this evidence of something over
there?” I do the same thing on the Rocky Branch Trail. I like going up to
Shelter Number 1 and back. I might even do it this afternoon. But, I look
every time. I go, “Oh, yeah, over there on that rock, there’s a drill hole.” Or,
I know there’s a benchmark up there on that rock. Even though I’ve seen it a
hundred times, I look forward to it. I look for landmarks along the trail.
There’s an arrow sign on a tree on the Rocky Branch Trail, for example.
But if you look straight ahead, it’s all trees and raspberries. Why do we have
to have an arrow there? Well, the arrow’s been there since the time that was a
log landing, back in the ’70s or something. If people saw it, they might have
been tempted to go straight. Well, the arrow disintegrated and, a couple years
ago, the Forest Service put up a new arrow. It doesn’t need to be there, but
there has been an arrow there and so now there’s a new arrow! So if I find an
arrow or a pile of brush for a detour, I ask myself, “Why, what was that?”

Mountain Books
My mother’s mother and father, Ida Rachel James and Walter James, they
tramped around the mountains between 1899 and 1926. They lived in Portsmouth, New Hampshire, and Waltham, Massachusetts. They came up probably three times a season, originally by horse and buggy and later by train.
They went to Sandwich and Chocorua, because that wasn’t too far from Portsmouth. Later, by train, they went to West Ossipee, Madison, North Conway,
and Bemis—later called Notchland— in Crawford Notch, so they could get
to the Davis Path, which was one of their favorite places. They began to come
to the White Mountains by automobile in 1918, after they purchased their
first car. They could come further in the same period of time that it took to
come by horse and carriage or by train.
They took copious notes. Then, when they got back to civilization, they
wrote their notes into stories. My grandfather also had a camera. He started
with plate glass negatives and then film negatives, and developed his own
photographs. They made journals with the stories plus his photographs. If
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you asked me what inspired me to write and take pictures and be interested
in the mountains, I’d say it’s because of them.
	One day, I was talking with Mike Dickerman from Bondcliff Books in
Littleton [New Hampshire]. Mike knew that I liked mountain literature
and photographs. I told him about the journals that we had, and he said,
“Well, bring one over.” So I took one of my grandparents’ journals over and
showed it to him. I thought it was worth pursuing. And Mike confirmed
that immediately. He basically said, “Let’s stop all the work that I’m doing
now and get these into print.” Up until that time, those journals were passed
through the family without much thought. They just migrated from house to
house, from bookcase to bookcase.
My sister Jane did all the digital restoration of the photography. She
made them printable. My wife, Judy, retyped the earlier stories, which were
handwritten. Later, my grandparents used a typewriter. The results were the
Our Mountain Trips books. I certainly learned a lot about my grandparents.
I mean, not only where they went, but how they thought. They were very
sharp, educated writers.
	I remember going places when I was on trail crew in the ’50s that my
grandparents had hiked or tramped back in the early 1900s, like Shoal Pond
or Carter Notch. They’d perk up and we’d have a brief discussion about the
changes that had taken place in the intervening years.

Changes
My grandparents spent some time just loafing. We don’t do that these days.
Life was slower, then. We don’t relax at home, and I don’t know if people even
loaf any more at the huts. Geez, these days, we have to be at the parking lot
at such-and-such a time.
	It’s not just in the mountains. It’s society. Sometimes I have to be somewhere for something, I’m always thinking, “Crap, I gotta leave now, so hurry
along.” I can’t take time to look at a bird’s nest. People get up on the top
of Carter Dome, and they’ll even say, “I ate three handfuls of gorp and then
I left.”
Maybe they don’t know any better. Maybe they don’t have the wherewithal to comprehend that if they stay here for an hour and a half, they might
see something, or the weather might change, or somebody nice might come
by. They have to hurry down. Oh, and they set their stopwatch—and I don’t
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mean trail runners. I mean, you know, regular goofers. “Oh, I made it down
in an hour and 14 minutes!”
Maybe they think the thing to do is to get up there as fast as they can and
get on their cell phone and call, “Hey, I’m up here now!” I sound like I’m
cynical, don’t I? But maybe that’s what they want to do, too. I guess what’s
lost is the slowness and the feeling of just standing up there, putting your
foot on a rock and looking down from Carter at the Wild River Wilderness.
Think about what used to be down there in logging days, the fire in 1903, all
this stuff.
Vibram soles are another change. Vibram soles just destroy trails. It’s like
tenderizing meat with those hammers with all the bumps on them. It softens
the trail and then it rains like it did yesterday and the trail goes down the hill.
There’s more trail wear, for sure.
And Justice Douglas’s article about the huts. That brought in so many
more people. [Editor’s note: A National Geographic article in 1961 highlighted
Supreme Court Justice William O. Douglas’s trip through the AMC huts. Many
people credited it with increasing interest in—and use of—the hut system.] And
then came the interstate highway system and lightweight equipment. People
can just put a tent on their back and go.

Visiting the Crew
I hike in as often as I can to see the trail crew—on a good day; I do not like
sticky, muggy weather. I’ll just go into the woods, visit, eat lunch. They thank
me just for showing up.
When I go visit the crew, I often go in by myself. Sometimes I take in a
cantaloupe with me. I have my machete from the trail crew days with me.
They know that when they see the machete sticking out of Moses’s pack,
there must be something inside the pack and it’s not ice cream.
	I tell them, I don’t come in to inspect your work. I want you to be proud
of your work. Show me your work. Explain to me what you’re doing. And
they do. They’ll say, “Oh, these rocks were over here and I set this here. You
can’t see that rock underneath. That’s the base rock. If you dig down about
four inches. . . .” and they’ll dig down. There it is, right there. They’re wicked
proud of their work and they show it to me with that sense of pride.
Two summers ago, I had a stomachache. It wouldn’t go away. I went down
to the hospital, and after a bunch of tests they said, “We’ll make you feel
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better. We’re going to take your appendix out!” That was Sunday night. On
Tuesday afternoon, I came home. They told me that I couldn’t hike for six
weeks. I said, “That is not an option.”
	I was out here mowing the lawn, and a truck drove in the driveway. I
recognized the two trail crew. They said, “Hey, man, how are ya? We just
drove down to the hospital and they said you went home. We brought you
something.” They brought this huge wood chip from an ax cut. It said, “Get
Well Ben” and all of them signed it. Junior, who was trail master last year, told
them on their Kinsman patrol, “Whoever chops the biggest chip, that’s going
to be for Ben.” That’s an example of the relationship.
Then, Junior got hurt later in the summer. He ended up down at Memorial Hospital. Whenever anybody is in the hospital, I’ll go visit them. Well, I
had a chip. I wrote, “Junior, get well soon. Moses” and then the date. I took
it in to him in his hospital room. Geez, he just about cried, you know. It was
cool. Wicked. I’m telling you all this because that represents the feeling of the
relationship.
Trail crew has probably shaped or created a whole life for me. My association with the current trail crew each year—the relationship that I have with
them, that we have together—is unbelievable. I still hang around with them,
and they come here and visit. Every New Year’s for the last ten years, we’ll
have a brunch for whoever shows up. Judy and I get a mess of food, and some
of them bring food. Some of them lie on the floor, some play cribbage, and
some sleep beside the stove. Some of them go outside with their skis or sleds
or snowboards. Others just sit around. It’s very meaningful. And when I go
into the woods now to visit, they say, “Oh, it’s so awesome to have you come
in and just talk with us, or just sit and watch.”
What’s special is the connection between the present and the past. It’s the
connection between young people and old people. An old man, in this case.
It’s the continuation of the camaraderie and the tightness and the love for
each other.

DOUG MAYER lives in Randolph, New Hampshire. In addition to his work as a
producer for the radio program “Car Talk” and his mountain life, he contributes
often to this journal. REBECCA ORESKES of Milan, New Hampshire, writes for
this and other publications when not working for the White Mountain National
Forest.
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Polar Wind
Antarctica senses the primary colors
off the tip of South America, leans
north all the way from the pole,
patches together a wind to bring back
news of a dove off-course, tree bark,
other seasons. The wind turns on itself,
unwinds in mid-air, scatters
the black and white of icebergs
with such fragile equations
to unravel the light spectrum
that glaciers shudder underfoot
and dawn arrives just in time,
clarion light with a cutting edge
that even the most jaded
scientists can measure up to prove.
Satisfied, the continent settles
into its own muscles. How
the icebergs flex their deep
tendons and the waves sail
farther north each day
can be counted by the crudest
instruments: astrolabe, ruler,
spinning top, crystals
in the arteries, the freezing water
up to our knees and rising.
				

James Doyle

James Doyle's latest book is Bending Under the Yellow Police Tapes. He has published
poems in many journals, including Cold Mountain Review, The Iowa Review, and
Poetry. His piece “Severe Aunts” was read on NPR by Garrison Keillor in 2004.
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Hunting the Woolly Adelgid
The winning essay of the Waterman Fund contest
Dianne Fallon
Editor’s note: Three years ago, the Waterman Fund, which supports research and
teaching projects about alpine areas in the Northeast, approached Appalachia
about sponsoring a contest to encourage new writing about the spirit of wildness. It is our goal at the journal to help writers develop their unique voices. Our
third winner takes us into the Maine woods, where she struggles to document an
invasive insect. Fallon received a $1,500 prize; honorable mention of $500 went
to Jonathan Mingle for a piece musing on red squirrels. To learn more about the
contest, see watermanfund.org.
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I

have been tr amping in the woods near Mount Agamenticus
in southern Maine for a couple of hours looking for signs of a tiny aphidlike insect that kills hemlock trees, and I am starting to feel hungry and cold.
I should have brought more snacks. I’m feeling a bit uncertain about the scientific aspect of the survey I have volunteered to do. I’m supposed to plot data
on a sheet, following the compass points spelled out in the instructions—but
I think I can figure it out: Start with the first hemlock tree, examine two
branches of new foliage, walk 25 paces, find another tree, check it. Check the
sheet for the next cardinal point, use the compass to orient myself, and walk
another 25 paces in that direction. My goal is to check 100 hemlock trees in
this random but directed fashion.
	I have come here today to survey my adopted tree stand for signs of the
woolly adelgid because I love hemlocks, the way their lacy branches spread
out and make the woods into a cathedral. In the winter, I love seeing the
patches of packed down snow beneath a hemlock’s sheltering branches—
evidence that deer are keeping themselves cozy and warm. And I love these
woods, and the opportunity to experience them in a different way—to get
out into the forest with my compass and follow the directions for the survey,
wandering in terrain I might not otherwise explore. I like having a purpose to
direct my wandering, to take me into patches of the forest where I might not
go otherwise. I like feeling as if I am taking care of these trees.
The day is overcast, a little chilly, but not cold. This is strange weather for
mid-December. On Thursday night came the freezing cold that caused an ice
storm that snapped branches and toppled trees. On Friday, a blast of warm
air melted the ice within hours. Today, colder air has blown in. We’ve been
camping out at the house without power for five days, stoking the wood stove
and flushing the toilet with water siphoned from standing pools into a trash
barrel. On this Monday, ten days before Christmas, I have student portfolios
to grade, errands to run, and a children’s birthday party to organize. Coming
to the woods today takes time away from these responsibilities, but I consider
it time well spent, an antidote for this frenzied time of year.
Earlier, driving up Mountain Road, I navigated debris from
the ice storm littering the road: pine needles, branches, and limbs pushed off
Since 1924, the Asian insect, the hemlock woolly adelgid, has been spreading and killing
hemlock trees in the eastern United States. It was found in Maine in 1999. In winter
and spring, clusters of overwintering insects and their eggs, encased in wool-like coats,
wait on the underside of an Eastern hemlock tree. CAROLE CHEAH/CONNECTICUT AGRICULTURAL
EXPERIMENT STATION
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to the sides. No lights or other signs of electricity in the homes set back on
wooded lots. I passed two Central Maine Power trucks, their crews floating in
buckets amid the power lines as they worked to restore order from the tangled
mess created by the storm. I knew that I would have to be vigilant for hanging limbs in the treetops—“widowmakers”—that might snap and break. Was
I crazy to be out here today? Maybe, but I felt confident that most branches
weak enough to break had already done so.
As I drove past the Mount Agamenticus access road, I ignored the “Road
Closed” sign and continued up Mountain Road as pavement gave way to dirt.
This portion is officially closed December to April, but that doesn’t mean the
road is impassable, at least not until the first heavy snow. I drove to the high
point where a cliff overlooks a ravine, and then down the steep hill toward
Cedar Creek. I had to slow down and drive around a white pine that lay
on one side of the road, blocking the opposite lane. After parking my car
at the Cedar Creek trailhead, I set off, walking down the old tote road. My
map shows that this old road leads to a pond, so I walked to the pond and
then plunged into the woods from there, making that area the first block of
my survey.
Although I live in southern coastal Maine, an area that feels
more suburban than rural, today I am alone out here. This patch of forest
feels as remote as any that I’ve walked in the North Woods or the White
Mountains of New Hampshire. Maybe even more so, because when I hike in
the Whites, I take trails. When I visit my tree stand, I wander.
My tree stand is part of the largest unfragmented coastal forest between
Acadia National Park and the New Jersey Pine Barrens. The forest here has
been preserved in small and large parcels by ten conservation groups working together, the Mount Agamenticus to the Sea Coalition—an effort that
began over 100 years ago, when the local water district began to buy up land
to protect the water supplies for the towns of York and Kittery. This sprawling stretch of undeveloped land—about 30,000 acres—stretches from the
backside of 691-foot Mount Agamenticus to slivers of marshland along the
York River.
Like almost all land in New England, these 30,000 acres have been used
and developed in many ways over the centuries: for farming, sheep grazing,
lumber. During World War II, a radar tower—the first of its kind in the
United States—was installed on the summit of Mount A and the forest cut
to make room for barracks to house 25 soldiers of the 551st Signal Battalion.
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For ten years in the 1960s and 1970s, a ski area drew locals to the mountain
each winter.
Today, telemark skiers trek up Mount A to turn on slopes that shrink a
bit more each season as trees and brush take over. When the snow melts,
hikers and casual visitors wander the summit’s open meadow, bikers careen
down the rocky trails, and the mountaintop can feel like a busy place,
like the top of Mount Washington on a clear day. But even with the people there, the blue ocean shimmers to the east. To the west, the spine of
Mount Washington rises above the Ossipee Hills, a spectacular sight
any day but especially on a clear spring afternoon, when the sloping ridge of
Washington remains covered in snow.
These woods below the slope of Mount A are the deepest and thickest area
in this vast tract of protected land. A rambler can tramp for hours without
seeing a house or road. Although the woods welcome their share of dog walkers and mountain bikers, especially on the weekends, most people, myself
included, tend to overlook this wildness in their own backyards. It’s only in
recent years that I have taken to exploring this terrain. Somehow we have the
idea that the woods are wild only if they are remote.
	In the past, instead of looking for wildness in my own neighborhood, I
sought it in more distant locales: in climbing 4,000-footers in New Hampshire,
in bushwhacking in Arctic national parks, and while listening for lions on
Mount Kenya. Only when my travels were curbed by family responsibilities
did I begin to view the Agamenticus forest as an opportunity to experience
the wild.
And these woods are wild. A massive beaver lodge rises from the middle
of the boggy pond. Are the beavers still living there, or have they abandoned
this lodge? I examine the branches littering the shore, trying to determine if
beavers have been gnawing at them, since I know that beavers will live in an
area until they have exhausted the food supply, and then move on. The surface of the pond is patchy white. Maybe the surface is frozen, but it’s certainly
not ice. It’s quiet here. As quiet as my house without electricity.
	I breathe in the stillness, hopeful that I might see something—a deer, an
elusive bobcat?—but I have missed the prime wildlife watching hours of early
morning. I know that bobcats live here because I have seen their snowy tracks
on nearby Chase Pond. Wild turkeys roost in the trees and strut about on old
logging roads. Wetlands such as this pond and nearby vernal pools are breeding grounds for wood frogs, blue-spotted salamanders, and the rare spotted
and Blanding’s turtles. Earlier in the fall, on another drive up Mountain Road
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with my young son and his friend, we passed a “Turtle Crossing” sign, and
then, as if the sign had conjured the creature, we came upon a spotted turtle
crossing the road.
After a few minutes of enjoying the pond, I backtrack
a few steps and plunge into the forest to do my survey. The forest floor is
littered with natural debris—small brooms of leaves, tangles of branches,
and, here and there, a large limb that would have killed whatever creature
happened to be passing as it fell. Some trees will wither and die from the
effects of the ice storm, especially the weaker trees that can’t recover from the
loss of a thick upper limb. But overall, the forest looks healthy, green. The
forest will survive this natural catastrophe.
But will it survive the woolly adelgid? This tiny insect is a killer, gluing
itself to the twigs of hemlock foliage where it then sucks the sap within the
tree’s green needles. Hemlock trees infested with woolly adelgids usually die
within four to ten years. This deadly Asian pest, which first appeared in the
Northwest in the 1920s, showed up in the eastern United States, in Virginia,
in the 1950s. Since then, it has been creeping south and north, carried along
by animals, birds, and the wind. The insect has ravaged the eastern Hemlock
forests in southern Appalachia, creating large swaths of grayish-green dying
or dead hemlocks. Now, the woolly adelgid has reached southern Maine. On
the other side of Mountain Road—less than 100 yards from my tree stand—
many hemlocks are marked with surveyor’s tape so that researchers and conservation workers know where the pests have been spotted.
To try to save the Eastern hemlock in Maine, the Maine Forest Service
has mobilized an army of volunteers, staff, and other conservation professionals to detect the woolly adelgids. Entomologists don’t believe that they
can stop or eradicate the woolly beast; containment is the goal. If these
stewards of the forest find an area where the adelgids have invaded, the
Forest Service moves in to attack the insects with a tiny black beetle,
Laricobius nigrinus, that eats woolly adelgids. Nobody knows if this effort
will be successful. The cold might kill the beetles. The beetles might not
reproduce. Releasing the beetles, which are native to the Northwest, might
provoke unintended consequences. Entomologists have evaluated this possibility and believe that the beetles will not upset the balance of the local
ecosystem, but they can’t be certain.
	Other ways of saving the hemlocks also might prove to be successful. The
Asian hemlock is resistant to the adelgids and scientists are experimenting with
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hybridizing this tree with its cousin,
the eastern Hemlock. And hemlock
forests have been devastated before,
but recovered—although in the past,
people, not natural pests, caused the
devastation, as they looted the trees of
their bark to extract the tannins once
used in the tanning industry.
I want to be hopeful for these
beautiful trees, but sometimes I feel
discouraged by the constant trickle
of news about threats to our forests.
Elongate hemlock scale, from Japan,
also damages hemlocks. Other species
of trees also face dire threats. Asian
long-horned beetles have infested the
maple trees in central Massachusetts
and are creeping north, especially
on firewood. The emerald ash borer
already has killed millions of ash trees,
just a few years after it was first dis- Dianne Fallon with a hemlock branch in
covered in the United States in 2002. warmer weather. SANDRA CASTILLO
	Sometimes all of this bad news about invasive insects feels overwhelming,
especially in considering the consequences. We’ve lost our elm trees and our
American chestnuts. Can we imagine the forest without hemlocks? Or a New
England fall without maple trees? A spring without the sap running?
	Our forests need care. In providing the care, in being with the trees, I
can deflect the blows from the onslaught of bad news about invasive pests,
diseases, and other problems. Although visiting my tree stand has made me
more aware of all the threats facing the forest, I didn’t know about all of these
challenges when I signed on to be part of the Forest Service brigade, to adopt
a hemlock tree stand, and check it every year for adelgids. I had seen an item
in the newspaper about the insects and decided I want to be part of caring for
these trees.
This year, I visited my tree stand in the fall, but it was too early, too warm,
to see evidence of them. The adelgids form a protective woolly coating as the
weather gets colder—they look like tiny pieces of fuzzy cotton, about the size
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of a wood tick. The best time to examine hemlocks for the adelgids is winter
and early spring because they are more visible, encased in their woolly coats,
and because the surveyor is less likely to contribute to spreading the adelgids.
In the late spring, mobile larvae known as crawlers emerge from the woolly
sacs and will drift on anything that brushes up against an invaded twig.
Today, after a couple of turns and checking of foliage, I land on the bank
of Cedar Creek, dark and swollen from the rain. Downstream a few paces, a
cluster of rocks creates a bridge, and I cross over to the other side. Hemlocks
rise all around me, a primeval cathedral. A few white pines are mixed into the
forest, but mostly I am surrounded by hemlocks. This is what I love about
hemlocks—the shade created by a mature hemlock stand doesn’t allow lower
story trees or bushes to flourish, so a hemlock forest is open and airy, devoid
of heavy brush.
	I work steadily, hiking my 25 paces, in more or less the prescribed direction, climbing up a moss-covered rocky outcropping, then plunging back
down toward the stream. At one point, I look up, and notice the shaking
crown of a white pine—shaking because something is climbing in the tree—
something heavier than a squirrel. Could it be a porcupine? I try to get a look,
but the treetop crowns are dense, dark. Still, I feel elated, to be so close to a
wild animal doing what it does every day.
The forest floor is damp, spotted with puddles of standing water, but not
icy. The ice melted the day after the storm, and it’s easy to make my way
through the woods. Walk 25 paces, stop, survey branches on one side of the
tree, then another. So far, I have not spotted anything that is definitely a
woolly adelgid, though I find two branches with whitish spots that could be
the adelgid, or something else, like clumps of dried-up sap.
	I remind myself to look up for signs of breaking branches. The forest floor
is covered with branches and limbs, and some trees are down, but overall, the
damage is less than what I expected. Do hemlocks—healthy ones—resist the
damage of an ice storm that might kill other trees? I wonder if their foliage,
its laciness, protects them by spreading out the weight of the ice.
These hemlocks, it seems, will survive the battering of the ice storm, but
may not withstand the slow bleed of this invasive pest. I suppose we’re not so
different from this tree. We can survive a crisis, get knocked down and still get
back up again, but the slow bleed of resentment or stultification does more
damage.
	I climb up the slope from the creek, scrambling over moss-covered rocks
that help to anchor these hemlocks. Hiking in these woods in December
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reminds me that there are pleasures to savor in all seasons. The emptiness,
the quiet, the lack of bugs. The opaque whiteness of the pond. The sound of
chickadees calling. These woods today offer as much opportunity for joy as
reaching a summit on a brilliant summer afternoon.
	I’ve sampled almost 50 trees. Although I’ve bagged a couple of twigs with
whitish spots, I’m pretty sure that the adelgids have not invaded this side of
the road—not yet. I’ll need to stop soon, so I won’t meet my goal of sampling
100 trees today. But that’s OK. I’ll have a reason to come here again soon on
another day, alone, to wander in this forest, to feel this wildness so close to
my everyday life.
The ice storm adds to the pleasures of this December ramble. The storm
broke branches and downed trees, creating gaps and light, opening up patches
of forest to the sun—opportunity for new life. The broken limbs and uprooted
trees will provide food to uncounted insects, fungi, and other organisms. As
for me, the storm has caused a shift in perspective. Instead of looking mostly
forward, I look up.

DIANNE FALLON is a writer and English professor at York County Community
College. She grew up in suburban Boston, graduated from Bowdoin College, served
in the Peace Corps in Morocco, and earned a doctorate in creative writing from
Binghamton University. She lives in Kittery Point, Maine.
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Passing Time on a
Mountain
Building walls and reaching beyond them on Denali
Brian J. Glenn
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“D

id you make the summit?” This was always the first question
I was asked after returning from Denali, and rightly so, since
climbing the mountain was the goal, after all. The question is the gateway
to the climber telling a story, and the part of my climb I found the most
compelling was not directly related to climbing. It was how we spent our
time on the mountain when we weren’t climbing.
There are many elements to climbing a tall mountain. One is the act of
climbing itself. Making one’s way up a can be extremely demanding. Climbing
at altitude demands a fairly hefty dose of fitness, both physical and mental,
and it can be quite a challenge. At times on cloudless days, the sun felt like an
oven on our faces, while at other times we faced subzero temperatures. The
thin air made even routine carries into extremely challenging ones. Having to
climb roped meant staying 30 or so feet away from partners while maintaining
their pace, which was often tedious and frustrating. Climbing, though, is just
one element of mountaineering, and what many do not realize is that only a
very small percentage of the time spent on a mountain is devoted to moving
up or down it.
By far and away, the vast majority of time on an expedition is spent in
camp, keeping one’s body and mind happy and healthy. In 2009, I spent
May 22 to June 10 climbing Mount Denali (a.k.a. Mount McKinley) via
the West Buttress route. Of the twenty days we spent on the glacier from
the time we flew in to when we flew out, we spent seven full days in camp
without climbing at all. But this understates the picture, because on five
additional days we climbed up and returned in just a few hours to cache or
retrieve supplies. In essence, we spent the better part of eleven out of twenty
days in one camp or another on Denali, which left us with a lot of time of
our hands.
A successful climb entails luck with the weather combined with a fit and
skillful party. A happy climb (whether it is successful or not) involves the
construction of a series of relationships between each climber and the others
in the party, perhaps others outside the party, the neighboring mountains,
and of course, the mountain itself. This element of relationship building is
rarely discussed, although it is extremely important.
Climbers knew that this stunning view from a high camp on Mount McKinley, of a
lenticular cloud over Mount Crosson, actually was a harbinger of bad weather.
BRIAN J. GLENN
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Walls: Dividing and Uniting
The West Buttress route up Denali has three main camps at 11,000, 14,200,
and 17,200 feet, each below a steep pitch just beyond it. Because of high
winds, our party spent four nights at each of those camps, and also because
of the winds, we needed to build very tall and very strong walls out of ice
blocks to protect ourselves and our tents. Teams bring up ice saws, which
have straight blades and are about fourteen inches long. After we cleared the
soft snow off the ground just outside of the site, we thrust the blades into the
packed snow and cut out blocks about two and a half feet long and twelve
inches or so wide and deep. The goal was to get especially strong blocks for
the bottom portion of the wall to form a solid foundation because the wall
would have to withstand winds of 70 miles per hour or stronger, and the
last thing one wanted was one’s wall collapsing in on the tent in the middle
of the night during a windstorm, as happened to a team ahead of us one
windy day.
Like most teams, mine never built a site from scratch; instead, we always
managed to grab a spot from a team that had just departed and then touched
things up. This meant releveling the tent spots with a little more soft snow here
and there, and fixing up the walls with new blocks of snow where needed. The
big nemesis of walls was not wind but rather the sun, which, as I mentioned
earlier, can be extremely powerful at altitude. The sun could be so strong that
a climber might not be able to open his or her eyes, even for a few seconds,
and it could melt blocks of snow as quickly as it does at ground level in the
late spring, so we had to touch up even the strongest walls every few days if
the sun had been beaming directly on them.
Even though walls could last a couple of days without being tended to,
many teams rebuilt at least part of their walls every single day, as mine did, to
keep ourselves busy. The last thing we wanted, even on a “rest” day, was to be
inactive. At altitude, we were always trying to balance acclimatizing on one
hand and allowing ourselves to recover on the other. Building walls was the
perfect compromise, because it forced our bodies to move and challenged the
system to adapt to lower levels of oxygen while still being relatively easy on
the legs.
Building walls helped draw us closer as a team. Although the work was
tedious at times and there was a lot of bending and lifting, there was also
something remotely fun in handing off snow blocks in a bucket-brigade line,
and seeing our collective efforts help turn an inhospitable environment into
a safe one. Our walls also helped create a sense of place. Instead of setting up
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tents in an open snowfield with no privacy or space of one’s own, walls created safe places to leave backpacks so that they would not blow away and a
feeling of having some space on the huge mountain that belonged just to us.
Some teams brought flags from their home countries, and even the slightest
breeze set the camp flapping.
Yet just as walls can bring a team together, they also separate it from the
others on the mountain. On Denali, where 50 climbers—and easily more
than 100 if the weather prevents people from moving up—routinely fill a
camp, teams often set up their campsites side by side with barely a few feet
between each other’s tents on opposite sides of a wall. The distance could feel
like miles, and just as the space inside a team’s walls could start to feel like
one’s own, the space outside became, in effect, someone else’s. Although walls
could divide teams into groups of strangers (or give proof that that is in fact
the case), they also gave us an opportunity to get to know one another by
encouraging visitations, which became almost formal and ritualistic events.

Socializing
My climb up Denali was both exciting and enervating. In camp, I would look
around at all the people who had invested their year’s vacation time, not to
mention thousands of dollars in airfare, supplies, and gear, to fly to the edge
of the world to climb up a mountain, and I would wonder in amazement
at what we were all doing there. It was quite insane on one level, but the
oddity and the enormity of the venture linked us together in some grand
manner. Nobody was competing on a mountain like Denali. At least with
those following the West Buttress route, which more than a thousand attempt
each summer, none were seeking fame or glory through a “first” attempt,
and thus the lack of competitiveness liberated us to enjoy each other’s
company. We were all aiming for the same goal, and we all wanted each other
to succeed.
The other climbers welcomed me when I visited their campsites after dinner. The “where are you from?” conversations often led to us discovering some
connection, often because that climber went to college in Boston, where I
live. We discussed the next day’s weather at levels typically reserved for the
Talmud, and I quickly learned that if I really wanted to get a conversation
off the ground, I would ask about the merits of the team’s tents. Love them
or hate them, climbers talk endlessly about their tents. I personally became
obsessed with Hillebergs, which were long, red, one-piece tents that could
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have absolutely huge vestibules on them. Complete strangers would invite me
in to their Hillebergs, and we would talk about ventilation and whether it was
too much tent for one person to carry.
The camp at 14,200 feet also had a large and elaborate snow cave, and
the gentleman inhabiting it at the time was more than happy to give my
friend and me a tour. Purely by coincidence, my tentmate was married to a
Polish woman who just happened to come from the same city as a team of
Polish climbers, and despite the limits of language on both sides, this information was able to be conveyed, with the mandatory consumption of vodka
following.
	On the days we spent in camp, we would start building walls around
1 p.m., so after breakfast, people had the morning to themselves. We had
brought up a dining fly, and after breakfast, I found that I almost always
had it entirely to myself while the rest of the party went back to their tents. I
would sit in the dining fly and read, listening to its nylon flapping in the breeze,
or to the clinking sounds of other climbers working with their gear nearby.
Bound books are quickly becoming passé on mountains, being replaced by
e-books, or audio books, or movies viewed on iPods. Solar chargers get plenty
of sunlight at altitude, but because they have to be outside, the batteries can
have trouble charging if the temperature is very low. Instead, most people
brought up AA batteries and put them in chargers that transferred the energy
from the batteries into their iPods. Folks seemed quite pleased with the way
that worked. I personally still take pleasure in holding a book, and found
it entirely worth the effort to carry up Forever on the Mountain (Norton,
2007), James M. Tabor’s exhaustive account of the greatest mountaineering
accident to have occurred on Denali. Although dark, the account of what
those twelve climbers had to do to get up the mountain absolutely enthralled
me. Sitting in all of my expensive gear surrounded by well over 50 people in
each of the three main camps, I wondered what my experience would be like
had there just been eleven others on this massive mountain.
	One snowy morning I went out for a walk through camp and saw a figure
standing all alone in the middle of a path. Her name was Sunny, and she and
I became friends for the rest of the climb. Sunny was climbing with two other
people from her outing club and they didn’t have a dining fly, which for her
meant either being in their four-person tent or being outside in the elements.
Our team’s dining fly meant my new friend could at least sit down “inside”
for a while in a spot other than her tent, if for no other purpose than to get
a change of scenery. I taught Sunny how to play cribbage, we discovered we
76 Appalachia

Appalachia_WS2011_FINAL_11.17.indd 76

11/17/10 2:13:00 PM

used the same book for classes we taught at our respective universities, and we
would give each other a wave leaving and entering camp. It never amounted
to anything more than that, and we didn’t keep in touch after the climb,
but of course, we didn’t need to; Denali was its own place at a time when
the outside world and everyone’s lives in it retreated from view, if only for a
few weeks.
That is not to say that the outside world did not matter to us, but it
came to matter in a different way. Sports scores, friends' birthdays, work,
gardens, and all the other people, events, and hobbies that are constructed
to be “important” in our day-to-day lives were, if not forgotten, then at least
out of reach on the mountain. Yet we still carried our personae with us. The
conversations we had, the personalities we had developed over lifetimes, the
intellect we brought (or didn’t), and the senses of humor we possessed all
shaped our experiences on the mountain more so, as odd as it is to say, than
did the mountain itself.

The Mountains
Big mountains can be so huge that it can be very hard for the climber to get
a good sense of the one he or she is on. Sometimes the eye literally cannot see
widely enough to take in the entire massif. At others, significant portions of
it can be hidden from view by ridgelines. Big mountains are just so enormous
that they are hard to see in full perspective. But not so for their neighboring
peaks, and thus it has struck me that climbers often spent significant amounts
of time looking out at other mountains rather than up at the one they were
climbing. On Kilimanjaro, the mountain I saw for hours upon hours every
day—the companion I woke to every morning—was not Kilimanjaro but
rather its neighbor, the beautiful Mount Meru. Likewise, on Denali, my constant companion was the stunning Mount Foraker, a towering 17,400-foot
pyramid some fourteen miles away. In a world so far north that it never got
darker than twilight, one could walk out in the middle of the night and still
see that magnificent mountain off in the distance. It was a delight to get up
in the morning and see it shining in the sunlight, and on our final night on
the mountain, when the rest of my team had headed off for bed, I unzipped
the fly on the dining tent, and spent some quiet minutes looking out at that
peak, which is the most beautiful I have ever seen.
Foraker sits off in the distance almost directly away from Denali in either
the 14 or 17 camp. One of my favorite pictures from the climb is of a forbidding
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lenticular cloud hanging over Mount Crosson, connected to Foraker by the
Sultana Ridge. (See page 72.) To the untrained eye, the view is so peaceful,
like the mountain got cold and put a hat on its head. But as we looked at
Mount Foraker, the conversation centered on the party attempting to climb
it at that time and what it meant for us if the winds shifted in our direction,
because lenticular clouds are harbingers of storms about to hit.
The final relationship one develops is with the mountain itself. The act
of climbing changed from day to day as the air got thinner, the snow melted
over the day, or as new snow landed or settled. We were constantly reminded
that the air was thin and that the mountain needed to be shown respect. To be
in thin air meant constantly having to remember to move slowly. The simple
act of bending down too quickly to tie my laces could send the world spinning, and I suspect the number of people waking up hypoxic in the morning
was probably higher than many would admit. In plain English, when we
nestled into our nice big, warm sleeping bags, our bodies relaxed, and when
we hid our heads in the collars, we simply did not take in enough oxygen.
As a result, people routinely woke up with headaches, much like a hangover.
Eventually, each of us came to learn how to move on Denali: actions slowed
down, normally simple acts like dashing out to empty one’s bladder were
thought through a bit more (Can I dash out in just my puffy pants and down
jacket, or do I need more layers?), and the process of something so routine
as boiling water turned into an event of its own, literally taking hours. In
short, life changed to accommodate the mountain. After a while, I found we
stopped talking about much else than the mountain and our lives on it.
	On the West Buttress route, we could not see the peak until summit day
itself, so for us, “the mountain” came to be defined more as the next stage of
the climb. At 11,000 feet, the mountain of our interest was all about the route
to 14,200 camp. At 14 camp, it was all about the 17,200 camp. At 17 camp, it
was all about the snow streaming off the windy ridge above us. The mountain
is so big that one could easily (and joyously) be swept away by its grandeur.
The camp 3,000 feet down that takes just a few hours to get to but which
looks so distant becomes a spectacle. On the West Buttress route, the 17 camp
is almost directly above the 14 camp, and in the evenings especially, those at
17,200 feet would find our way to the overlook to gape in awe of where we
had come from down below.
Yet there was also tremendous beauty in the sublime. The mountain was
filled with subtle treats for those open to seeing them. The festival of colors
from the tents contrasting against the snow. The feel of the sun against one’s
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face. The gentle flapping of a tent in the breeze, or the vision of flags marking a cache billowing in the wind. That for me was the great joy of taking a
walk alone through camp: seeing some small vision in the foreground, with
some stunningly beautiful mountain range off in the distance. The grandeur
was not found in one or the other, but rather being in a setting where one
could experience nature in all its glory, and seeing humans live in coexistence
with it.
Climbers go to the mountains to reach the summit, and I am proud my
team succeeded in doing so. But I must say, the summit was the least interesting part for me. I am very happy I made it—just to be clear—but for me,
climbing Denali was about the entire experience: hauling myself and my gear
up a tall mountain, meeting so many fascinating people, living briefly in a
stunningly beautiful part of the world. For all of the challenges and deprivations that coincide with climbing a tall peak, there are many joys as well, and
those come—at least for me—less from reaching the summit than from the
relationships I made along the way.

BRIAN GLENN is a member of the Political Science Department at Suffolk University and research fellow at the Insurance Law Center, University of Connecticut
School of Law. He is a four-season leader with the Appalachian Mountain Club’s
Boston Chapter and has chaired the chapter’s winter hiking program.
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Mr. Snow
John Fry’s influence on skiing in the East
Peter Bronski
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O

n Columbus Day Weekend, 1949, a pair of climbers made
their way from Pinkham Notch to the Harvard Mountaineering
Club hut at the base of Huntington Ravine on Mount Washington. After
spending a night in the hut, they climbed a route in Huntington, continued
up and over the top of Washington, and continued on to the Lakes of the
Clouds Hut. The hut was already closed for the season, but the two men
planned to overnight in the refuge room, a small annex that’s open year
round for use in emergencies.
As they walked up to the hut, the door at the main entrance was open,
blowing in the breeze. The two climbers looked at one another. Why spend
a night in the refuge room when they could enjoy the comparative
comfort of the hut itself? They went inside, unrolled their sleeping bags on two
vacant bunks, and after dinner, drifted off to sleep.
The next morning, day three, they planned to continue their hike and
climb of the Presidentials before the holiday weekend came to a close. But as
they prepared to set off, a group of hikers from the Appalachian Mountain
Club arrived at Lakes of the Clouds. Seeing the two men emerge from the
hut, the AMC group’s trip leader was furious. “What are you doing in here?”
he barked. “You’ve broken in!”
The climbers tried to explain the circumstances, but the man would hear
none of it. “I’m performing a citizen’s arrest on you,” he said to one of the
climbers. “What is your name and address? There’s going to be a fine. You’ll
receive a citation.”
The citizen’s arrest never materialized, and the two groups parted ways
without ever fully resolving their misunderstanding. Upon returning home,
one of the two climbers—the editor of a prominent national outdoor
magazine—wrote a letter to the AMC group’s trip leader, and enclosed 50
dollars. “I didn’t do anything wrong,” he wrote, “but I support the AMC so
I’m happy to make a contribution.” That man was John Fry.
Fry is easily one of the most influential figures in skiing in the East,
certainly so during the last half-century. Perhaps no other single person has
had a more far- or wide-reaching impact on the sport, and Fry’s resume reads
like a greatest hits of skiing accomplishments.
His story humbly starts, though, with Fry’s birth in 1930 at the beginning
of the Great Depression, in Westmount district, one of Montreal’s EnglishJohn Fry skis in the Bugaboos in 1968, the first season of heli-skiing at Bugaboo Lodge.
FRED LINDHOLM
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speaking neighborhoods. He began skiing in 1936 at age 6, in Montreal and
at Mont Tremblant and at other areas in the nearby Laurentian Mountains.
He attended a private boys' school, and all the while, his father tried to instill
in him a work ethic whose core belief was that one should “not find a job that
you liked, but to like the job that you found.” Fortunately for the sport of
skiing, Fry would eventually find a bit of both.
He raced alpine downhill for the school ski team, and in 1948, started
attending McGill University, racing there for four years as well. All the while
that he was skiing, Fry had his career sights set on publishing. “I knew only
that I wanted to edit magazines, and I had an eerie sense of gumption that I
could do it well,” he wrote in Skiing Heritage. After graduation from McGill,
Fry worked in Montreal for a small firm that produced magazines and other
publications, and by the early 1950s, he was married with two children.
	In 1957, though, Fry divorced, and his ex-wife moved to Stowe,
Vermont, with their two children. Fry then set his sights on New York
City, where he believed he could find a more lucrative career in publishing
than he otherwise could in Canada. That career started with an uninspiring
editorial position with a Wall Street daily newspaper, American Metal
Market, where Fry reported “on non-ferrous metal prices and the reasons for
their . . . fluctuations.”
A few short months into the job, though, Fry saw an ad in The New York
Times from a publisher seeking an editor for a new national ski magazine, Ski
Life. The publisher loved Fry, but the job would have required Fry taking a 40
percent pay cut from his job with AMM. It was a non-starter. But Fry
did begin freelancing for Ski Life. He also contributed to SKI Magazine, one of America’s premier national ski publications. (The first
article Fry was ever paid for was written for SKI.)
Then, in 1962, Ski Life’s publisher, Arnold Abramson—who also owned
the trade publication Ski Business—purchased SKI Magazine, moved its
editorial offices from Hanover, New Hampshire, to New York City and began
the process of merging the two magazines into one. The new and improved
SKI Magazine needed a more robust editorial staff, and Fry officially came on
board as executive editor. He also served as editor of Ski Business.
At that same time, Bill Ziff—of the Ziff Davis Publishing Company, and
later, of the Ziff Davis Media computer and electronics empire—bought
Skiing Magazine, the primary competitor of SKI, and moved its editorial offices
from Colorado to New York. Wanting a veteran editorial and advertising staff
to run the magazine, he hired away almost the entire office of SKI Magazine.
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It was a major hiccup for SKI, to be sure, but a serendipitous turn of events
for Fry, who became the magazine’s editor-in-chief.
Now at the helm of one of the biggest media outlets in the world of skiing, Fry had the editorial latitude to push in new directions. “I thought it
important not only to write about and report the sport,” he says today, "but
also to get involved, in some respects, in shaping the sport itself, or creating
programs of interest to readers.” Within a few short years, he would do just
that in two ways that have since become institutions of the sport of skiing.
First, in 1966, the International Ski Federation (FIS) was on the eve of
launching the World Cup for alpine skiing. Wanting to get SKI in on the
action, Fry conceived the idea of a special trophy within the World Cup,
one that, rather than recognize an individual racer, would identify the best
national ski team in the world. The idea stuck, and became known as the
Nations Cup. The concept was simple: take the accumulated World Cup
points of each racer for a country, add them up, and see which country comes
out on top. Although some have criticized the ranking system as imperfect
(countries with lots of skiers who get World Cup points tend to trump countries with small numbers of skiers, even if those skiers are all very good), the
equation has remained largely unaltered.

After decades of influencing his sport, Fry has continued to ski.

COURTESY OF JOHN FRY
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Although some countries have come close—the United States, Italy,
Germany—only three countries have ever won the Nations Cup since its
inception in 1967: France, Switzerland, and Austria. Austria in particular has
proven a near-insurmountable powerhouse over the years and is currently riding a 19-year winning streak that began in 1990.
The other of Fry’s major ideas came in 1968, just one year after the first
Nations Cup. “It drove me nuts that we didn’t have a handicap in skiing, akin
to golf,” Fry says. How was one skier or racer to compare him or herself to
another skier or racer? There was no common denominator to use for point
of comparison. There were standard races, at places such as Mount Mansfield
and Sun Valley, and racers could earn a pin if they performed well enough
on one of those standard courses. But there was no way to draw a parallel
between them.
Then Fry heard about the Chamonix pin program. In Chamonix,
France, a good skier would set a time on a challenging slalom course. Other
skiers then would ski the same course, and compare their time as a
percentage of the good skier’s “standard.” Ski instructors could earn a percentage ranking, return to their home ski resort elsewhere in France, and run
a similar race for other skiers there. Those skiers, in turn, could then rank
their performance as a percentage of the instructor, whose own performance was similarly ranked as a percentage of the Chamonix “standard,”
thus resulting in something of a sport-wide rankings system within the
French Alps.
Fry took that concept, and morphed it for an American audience. Most
importantly, he shifted the race from a challenging slalom to an open, giant
slalom race format held on easier slopes. In this way, the rankings system
would be open to recreational skiers. The program became known as the
National Standard Race, or NASTAR for short.
	In its earliest years, a handful of ski areas participated. Today, more than
150 ski areas hold NASTAR races weekly, with more than 100,000 skiers combined. And since its inception, NASTAR has recorded more than six million
racer days.
By 1972, SKI Magazine had been sold to the Times Mirror Company, but Fry stayed on as editor. Gradually over time, though, additional
editorial responsibilities with other publications at the company pulled Fry
away from the day-to-day editing, and more and more into publications
development. Then, in 1984, he left the company, striking out on his own
as an editorial consultant to help start up or retool a variety of publications.
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Just three years later, however, in the summer of 1987, the ski media
came knocking again. The New York Times Company’s magazine group,
which published Tennis, Boating, and Golf Digest, was gearing up to launch
a magazine for skiers, and tapped the expertise of Fry to lead the new
Snow Country.
Snow Country was a different kind of ski magazine in significant ways.
It was an anomaly of sorts. For starters, it published 12 monthly issues each
year, making it a year-round publication. This was a departure from the likes
of Powder, SKI, Skiing, and a long list of other snowsports publications that
all disappear from newsstands and subscribers’ mailboxes through the middle of the year, only to rise again like a phoenix from the ashes of summer
and reappear as fall and the first inkling of ski season arrive. For another,
Snow Country was to focus not just on the skiing, but the places that are home
to that skiing. “Powder, SKI, Skiing all approached it as a sport,” Fry explains.
“But what if I built off of the magazine’s name, and made it about the place,
the arena? It gave me an opportunity to talk about these places, especially
during summer.”
	Increasingly, Fry noticed, these places—defined by their beautiful
mountains, scenic vistas, and relative environmental purity—were being
degraded. He first wrote about it decades earlier, in a 1966 article for
SKI entitled, “Keep Skiland Beautiful.” “Unfortunately, progressive
mountain communities with architectural and development controls are
outnumbered by places where civic apathy, billboards, and gas station
pennants are flying high. Ski towns, however, have it within their power
to fight such urban blight,” he wrote. (Fry received supportive letters in
response to his article from both Lady Bird Johnson and then Secretary of the
Interior Stuart Udall.)
By the late 1980s, not much had changed. “You had expansion coupled
with bad development. The sky [in ski towns] was dotted with cranes and
buildings. I thought much of it was appalling,” Fry says today. “The scarring
of ridgelines. Malls in mountain valleys. Condos everywhere.” True to his
tendency to not just report on skiing, but to actively participate in it—and
true to Snow Country’s focus on place as much as on sport—Fry organized
two conferences on the environmental impact of the boom in mountain
living, both hosted by the Pinchot Institute for Conservation.
Fry, and the magazine, were on to something. Snow Country received an
Acres of Diamonds Award for Magazine Development from Temple University
as one of America’s best new magazines. Meanwhile, the circulation grew
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from 200,000 to nearly half a million.
Fry stayed on as founding editor of Snow
Country until 1996, when he changed
offices and became the editor of new
magazine development for the New
York Times Sports and Leisure Trends
Magazine Group. That stint lasted just
two years, when Fry decided it was time
to finally retire. (Sort of.) Meanwhile,
the Times decided it wanted out of
the magazine business. It sold Snow
Country, and the magazine folded not
much more than a year later.
	Not surprisingly, Fry has had
a hard time staying away from his
combined love of skiing and editorial.
Fry’s 2006 book is one part memoir and They are passion and profession mixed
one part contemporary skiing history.
into one. Only now, with a life’s worth
of achievement behind him, his view
has become more retrospective. In 2000, he began writing once again for SKI,
this time penning the magazine’s Legacy column. He also assumed a central
role with the International Skiing History Association (which publishes the
quarterly Skiing Heritage), serving as president and now as a member of its
board of directors.
Most recently, in 2006 he published The Story of Modern Skiing (University
Press of New England), which might rightly be considered one part memoir,
and one part contemporary skiing history (for with Fry, they are much one
and the same). Of the book, ski journalist Mike Doyle wrote, “John Fry
weaves a colorful history of the rise in skiing popularity from the individual
mom-and-pop post–WWII ski areas to the mega resort conglomerates of
today—and all the environmental consequences along the way. While ski
history has been written before, this is the first from an author who was
himself a major influence on the development and direction of the public
interest and participation in the sport. Fry intersperses his narrative with
revelations and anecdotes concerning his relationships with many of the
legendary personalities in the skiing world.”
Looking back on a life of skiing and of writing about skiing, “my career
path was accidental. I could never have anticipated it,” Fry says. “But
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I was responding to opportunities with something I love to do.” And it’s
that love, perhaps, more than anything else, that has motivated Fry’s sizable
contributions to the sport and culture of skiing. Contributions for which he’s
been highly—and deservedly—recognized.
	In his home—a passive solar house perched high atop a hill in Katonah,
New York, with a sweeping vista of the Katonah reservoir and Westchester
County’s forested, rolling hills—the walls are adorned with accolades,
any one of which would be prized by its recipient: An induction into
the U.S. National Ski and Snowboard Hall of Fame and Museum.
A Golden Quill Award and Lifetime Achievement Award from the
North American Snowsports Journalists Association. A second Lifetime
Achievement Award from the International Skiing History Association.
An FIS Journalism Award.
He’s still skiing, of course, as well. Sometimes in the Berkshires, other
times in the Catskills, and more often than not, farther afield out West or
across the pond in Europe. “I can make turns on skis today that I couldn’t
make when I was twenty,” he jokes, giving full credit to the evolution of ski
design over the years.
	New England, and the Northeast, it’s worth noting, have produced
their share of notable locals in the sport of skiing—locals who contribute to New England’s rich regional skiing heritage and who transcend it, having far-reaching impacts on the sport nationally and around
the world. They are diverse, ranging from champion ski racers such as
New Hampshire’s Bode Miller, to journalists such as Vermont’s David Goodman, to the hundreds of snow troopers who fought in World War II as part
of the U.S. 10th Mountain Division (many of whom returned to the United
States and went on to become pivotal figures in the ski industry). And they
include John Fry, whose own influence has shaped the sport as we know it,
and read about it, today.

PETER BRONSKI is a frequent contributor to Appalachia. An avid backcountry and
resort skier, he is a member of the North American Snowsports Journalists Association and the author of Powder Ghost Towns: Epic Backcountry Runs in Colorado’s Lost
Ski Resorts (Wilderness Press, 2008).
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Mixing Business with
Pleasure
Creating a trail guide for Rwanda’s Nyungwe National Park
Doreen Bolnick, with Bruce Bolnick
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T

he phone call was from an unknown number, so I almost
didn’t answer. However, when I did, I was asked a very unexpected
question: Would I be interested in hiking for three weeks in a mountain
rainforest in Rwanda? Yes, that’s the same country where some 800,000
ethnic Tutsis and their Hutu sympathizers were slaughtered in 1994. I
didn’t have to think about the answer: You bet I would! The phone call
was from a contractor for the United States Agency for International
Development who is developing ecotourism in Nyungwe National Park.
Located in southwestern Rwanda, Nyungwe has 600 square miles of pristine
rainforest, lying between 6,000 and 10,000 feet at the edge of the eastern slope
of the Albertine Rift Valley, immediately abutting the borders of Burundi
and the Congo. My part of the bargain would be to produce a tourist guide,
including trail maps.
As I replied, “Yes! Of course!” and began to discuss the trip, vivid images
of the Rwandan genocide came into focus in the back of my mind. Was it
dangerous? And what sort of tourist would want to go there anyway? Before my
trip, any mention of “Rwanda” conjured up vivid scenes from Hotel Rwanda
of mutilated bodies stacked on the road, and old news stories of a school
where thousands of Tutsis were promised protection, then betrayed, and
slaughtered. News reports in autumn of 2007, when I received the offer to go
to Rwanda, suggested that the situation was now quite stable. The contractor
assured me that he had been there numerous times, and that there were no
security problems. The fact that I had lived in four other African countries
added to my comfort level. With my husband, Bruce, I had hiked in many
other African rainforests, including Mounts Kenya, Kilimanjaro (twice),
Meru, and Mulanje. Aside from my familiarity with Africa, my qualifications
for the job included coauthoring with Bruce a hiking guide to the Waterfalls
of the White Mountains (Backcountry Publications, 1990) in New Hampshire,
including creating all of the trail maps. In addition, I wrote and illustrated
wildflower guides for Zambia and Mozambique, acquiring along the way an
excellent knowledge of botany for the region.
My biggest concern about accepting the assignment was that I had
never tried making trail maps from scratch, that is, without the benefit of
seeing earlier maps for reference. A little research made it appear that I could
produce them using a global positioning system, though I had never used
one before and had no time to master it before departure. Thank goodness I
The Congo-Nile Divide Trail is visible through the trees.

DOREEN BOLNICK
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had the foresight to purchase and bring along a highly sensitive GPS rather
than rely on assurances that a GPS for the project would be awaiting me at
Nyungwe. It turned out that the project GPS was useless in dense tree cover
and deep ravines.
By coincidence, Bruce had a business trip in Mozambique and could
join me for two weeks! Bruce is an expert at African birds, and he offered to
write the short section on birding at Nyungwe, which has 26 endemics. He
turned out to be indispensable for other unexpected reasons as well. I’ll get to
those shortly.
A second coincidence had me seated, for the long flight from Brussels
to Kigali, next to Bill Weber, an author and conservationist who had been
deeply involved in setting Nyungwe on track to become a national park in
2004. After Dian Fossey (the gorilla zoologist) was murdered in 1985, Bill
and his wife, Amy Vedder, proved to surrounding communities that it was
in their own financial interest to conserve the gorilla habitat. In the Kingdom of the Gorillas (Aurum, 2002) describes their long-term residency in the
park devoted to achieving this end. Tourists pay $500 for one hour of gorilla
viewing, and there is often a waiting list for the privilege.
The United States Agency for International Development’s primary
objective at Nyungwe is to attract international visitors to hike and observe
its thirteen species of primate. The park had a long history of poaching and
pushing back its boundaries by cutting trees and planting gardens. Adding
jobs at the park and opportunities to sell crafts and supplies and run cultural
exhibitions there will help protect it. Not least, tourism may help to keep
Rwanda stable.
The project provided a vehicle and driver for the six-hour trip from Kigali
to Nyungwe. I sat back and relaxed, absorbing what I could of rural Rwanda
streaming past my window at 50 miles an hour and realizing how apt is the
national slogan: “Land of a Thousand Hills.” The road wound in serpentine
curves around one hillside after another, each covered in a mosaic of cultivation plots, villages, and groves of fast growing (but non-native) pine and
eucalyptus. I studied the rural dwellings, the charming little courtyards and
the people busy in their daily routines, observing their faces and dress with an
artist’s eye. Superficially, at least, life looked so normal.
We passed several roadside memorials to the 1994 genocide, but it was
the unintentional mementos—vacant homes with weedy yards and blank
windows—that affected me most. These places must have heartbreaking
stories to tell. I had expected that every reminder of the 1994 genocide would
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be erased, so people could forget. Instead, I was astonished to see in Kigali,
and later at Nyungwe, T-shirts and baseball caps for sale with a rememberthe-genocide theme. Who would want to wear anything bearing the word
genocide? Having a better grasp of the situation today, I wish I had bought
some myself. There also were many books and posters on the subject and a
new museum on genocide episodes worldwide. I understand now that the
idea is to remember and never let it happen again.
Reaching the park at dusk, we drove all the way through on a narrow,
pot-holed road with hairpin bends, finally arriving at Gisakura Guest House,
a quaint tourist center and research station set in a tea plantation bordering
the park. I had dinner with two friendly Canadian consultants for the project,
who were scouting for the best place to construct what is now one of the few
canopy walks in all of Africa. Not only will it attract more foreign tourists,
but it should also draw more Rwandans to the park.
	Out in the damp, chilly night, under brilliant stars, the scent of eucalyptus
drifted down from tall, dark trees at the edge of the lawn as I returned to my
cottage. I was thrilled to be back in Africa and nostalgic for my first African
home in Kenya. Everything seemed perfect. Eucalyptus logs were crackling in
the fireplace. In addition, Bruce was due to arrive the next evening.
	I woke up my on first Nyungwe morning with the dawn bird chorus coming in through my window. I pushed aside heavy woolen blankets and stepped
onto the cold, concrete floor to look out at “my” backyard. There were flowerbeds attended by dozens of colorful sunbirds, surrounding a neatly cropped
lawn of Kikuyu grass. Through a border of eucalyptus trees, I could see rows
of tea shrubs. Although I prefer wilderness (to me, even the Taj Mahal is not
an improvement over whatever the landscape looked like originally), I had to
admit that the emerald-green tea fields on the hillsides, under limitless blue
sky, were stunningly beautiful. The early morning sun highlighted brightly
dressed tea pickers in the narrow lanes between the rows of shrubs tossing
tender young leaves over their shoulders into giant baskets. In a few days, I
would discover vantage points there, with fabulous views of the Albertine Rift
Valley and Lake Kivu to the west.
After breakfast, I received a neatly packed box lunch and was directed to
my driver, Peter, who would take me to the park reception center at Uwinka.
“Mwaramutse! Amakuru?” I said. (Good morning! How are you?) “Mwaramutse! Ni meza. Amakuru?” he replied, smiling. (Good morning! I’m fine.
How are you?) I was finding everyone in Rwanda so pleasant. Where were
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all those people who chopped up their neighbors with machetes, or turned a
blind eye?
The park road was in many places a mere shelf carved into the mountainside. Nyungwe’s forests owe their survival to the mountain terrain, which
was too sloped for cultivation. Lichens, ferns and flowering lianas draped the
uphill side of the road cut, while the downhill side dropped precipitously to
forested valleys and ravines, partly obscured by rising wisps of cloud.
	I had seen many photos of Nyungwe before my trip, and even a DVD.
The scene that most appealed to me suddenly appeared on my left, creating
one of those vivid “I can’t believe I’m really here!” moments. I was looking
down on an eight-square-mile wetland encircled by verdant peaks, the whole
shaped like a volcanic caldera. This is Kamiranzovu Marsh, which means
“swallows elephants.” The park once had many forest elephants, but after
years of poaching, the last one died in the 1990s. At some inaccessible spot on
the northwestern edge, the marsh drains between two peaks, flows through
two miles of forest and shoots over the rim of a water-carved amphitheater,
forming the most beautiful waterfall at Nyungwe. Though only 55 feet in
height, it flows with tremendous force, creating a misty updraft that keeps
the ferns and flowers on the canyon wall in constant motion. Crabs scuttle on
the wet rocks below and giant tree ferns lean out to catch any sun that finds
its way to the bottom of the ravine.
The trail to Kamiranzovu Waterfall was one of thirteen hikes on my “work
program,” along with three compulsory sessions of primate viewing, a tour of
a tea factory, and a visit to a local community, leaving a couple of “free” days
to work on my notes and maps. Once I reached Nyungwe, however, I discovered three other trails not on the list, so I did these on my “free” days. One
of them, the Uwinka Trail, turned out to be my personal favorite because it
was so long, and rarely used. Official park guides are required on all hikes,
and the national park service attempted to assign me a different guide each
day. They were uniformly delightful trail companions, well trained in local
natural history (including scientific names) and traditional lore.
My very first hike was the popular Umuyove Trail, known for its towering mahogany trees, beautiful vistas, and a small waterfall. I registered at the
main desk and studied a topographic map affixed to the wall, wishing I could
get my hands on a copy to use as a reference. Vedaste Mpakaniye was my
first guide. After confirming I had proper gear, including a walking stick to
avoid slipping on the slick, clay trails, he led me across open lawn, past a tiny
research facility and picnic tables, where other guides chatted while waiting
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Doreen Bolnick hikes with a guide past a Newtonia tree, Newtonia buchananii.
bruce BOLNICK

for clients. We then passed through an orchid garden (actually, a home for
fallen orchids) to reach the trailhead. I was already madly scribbling notes.
At the trailhead sign, I switched on my GPS. The trail, like the road into
the park, was cut into the mountainside. This allows visitors to feel as if they
have walked into a living, breathing, and cutaway illustration of all the levels
of a rainforest. One can be dwarfed by the buttresses of a giant mahogany
(which chimpanzees use for drumming), then moments later peer at eye level
into a tree canopy festooned with epiphytes. Vedaste identified trees, herbs,
and shrubs, telling me their uses for construction, food, medicine, magic, and
music. I was especially impressed by huge, fantastically shaped strangler figs,
and the guide identified the “mother trees” if there was still any sign of them
inside. I was also fond of wandering into groves of giant tree ferns because of
the Jurassic Park atmosphere they lent to the scene.
The rainforest impression that remains most vivid in my mind is from
my first footsteps into it, because it was in such contrast to any habitat I had
been in since visiting Mount Kenya in 2001. First, an updraft of cool moist
air brushed against my hands and face. Moments later, I felt submerged in a
world of shimmering greens from billions of leaves in a great variety of shapes
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and sizes. Looking upward, I noticed leaves in the canopy moving soundlessly.
Flowers of every hue dotted the undergrowth, scrambled up other vegetation,
or perched in the treetops. The humidity magnified the rich scents of damp
earth, fragrant blossoms, and aromatic leaves. A faint sound of water falling
on rock came from far below. Exotic forest birds, flashing colorful wings,
called from every direction, including Mountain Orioles, Regal Sunbirds,
and several amazing species of Turacos. Now and then, monkeys or chimpanzees called or leapt through the treetops, raining down plant debris on the
trail, all of these sounds amid a fabric of calls from tree frogs, crickets, cicadas, and other forest insects. I can’t help but think about my favorite quote,
from David Livingstone’s journal: “In the quietest parts of the forest there is
heard a faint but distinct hum, which tells of insect joy. One may see many
whisking about in the clear sunshine in patches among the green glancing
leaves; but there are invisible myriads working with never-tiring mandibles
on leaves, and stalks, and beneath the soil. They are all brimful of enjoyment.
Indeed, the universality of organic life may be called a mantle of happy existence encircling the world . . . .”1
This was Rwanda, as I knew it now: A place of great natural beauty, serenity, and harmony, with warm-hearted, friendly people.
At our far point and lowest altitude on this first hike, there was a small
waterfall by a grove of giant tree ferns. The adjacent mist zone was full of
magenta impatiens (Impatiens stuhlmannii). Before the trip, I managed to
get a rare, out-of-print set of Georges Troupin’s Flore du Rwanda (Musee
Royal de l’Afrique Centrale, 1978–1987), which I used to identify some of
the more conspicuous flowers found along the trail. I realized now that I was
paying far too much attention to flora, at the expense of other trail details.
This had to stop, but it wasn’t easy because I am accustomed to sketching
every new flower I see. This park had more than 200 species of orchids alone,
so maybe for my sanity, it was just as well. On one trail, I was fortunate
enough to meet a German botanist who was the world’s leading expert on
wildflowers of Nyungwe, having made 80 trips over many decades. He led
me to an unnamed orchid that he had just discovered, which I had no time to
draw. Alas! However, I could tolerate the frustration because I was spending
every day in magnificent rainforest, and most of the information fed to me by
the guides had to do with plants!
David Livingstone, Missionary Travels and Researches in South Africa. New York: Harper and
Brothers, 1858, page 652.
1
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Like the Umuyove Trail, most of the other hikes descend into a valley and
return uphill. The guides told me amusing stories about tourists insisting
they were fit enough to go all the way down, and then having to struggle to
go back up the mountain long after dark, by flashlight. I happen to live at
300 feet above sea level, and had not hiked in months. In addition, I was
nearing 60. This made me worry about being winded, but I found that I
could recover in a minute any time I was out of breath. I also found excuses
to slow down the pace and catch my breath by looking at plants through
a magnifier, studying an insect crossing the trail, observing bird behavior,
retying a shoe, sketching a monkey, and so on. There were frequent clearings
through the forest canopy, and many of these had rest benches. One could
have a snack while peering into the Democratic Republic of Congo; bask in
sunlight while gazing south to Burundi; sip water while looking northward
to the faint blue profile of Volcanoes National Park, with peaks reaching to
nearly 15,000 feet; or look east for a bird’s-eye view of a small village with a
patchwork of coffee plots and family gardens.
All very beautiful. But on that first hike, I suddenly realized that the automatic tracking function on my fancy GPS was not registering the trail. To
compensate, I had been marking waypoints, but that would not give enough
detail to produce quality trail maps. Trouble. When Vedaste and I finished
our hike and returned to Gisakura, Bruce was there to greet me. That evening, while I entered the day’s notes in my laptop, Bruce reset the GPS and
got the tracking feature to operate.
	Next morning, we set off on hike number two, the Umugote Trail, with
Nyungwe’s top birding guide, Claver Ntoyinkima, a great opportunity for
Bruce to add some endemics to his Africa list. After supper that night, when
I downloaded the tracking files from the GPS, I was alarmed to see a map
with three sets of tracks forming an irregular braid, figure-eight-shaped tracks
where we had wandered up and down narrow ravines, and complex star
patterns where we had stopped to rest. There seemed to be no explanation in
the manual for these bizarre results. Consulting the manufacturer’s customer
service hot line was out of the question from our remote location. How could
I possibly create accurate maps out of such confused data? I was in way over
my head and started to feel panicky. I tried to remind myself that I was a mere
speck in the universe and that this looming, personal disaster was not worth
being too stressed about. I wondered how many years it would be after the
fiasco passed before I could once again make peace with myself.
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Fortunately, Bruce was still earth-bound. He took the GPS out to the
tea plantation and wandered around to watch its reaction while I numbly
typed up my latest set of trail observations. He tried every combination of
button options in the gadget and every software option before working out
how to clean up the errant readings and average the multiple tracking points.
Problem solved. Better yet, Bruce also worked out how to produce impressive
little elevation profiles for each hike and calculate the elevation changes. The
GPS was now my beloved trail friend. I felt bereft when I finally had to hand
it over to the project office back in Washington.
After rescuing me from disaster, Bruce’s special reward was a three-day
trek on the new and not-quite-finished Congo-Nile Divide Trail, which had
been added at the last minute to my “work plan.” We were the first foreign
visitors to do this 26-mile, three-day trek, straddling the divide marking the
two most important and legendary river basins in Africa. As we started on
the trail, we were amazed to think that raindrops falling to the left would
flow into Lake Kivu, then to Lake Tanganyika, the Congo River, and on
to the Atlantic, while raindrops falling to the right flow to Lake Victoria
and then down the Nile to the Mediterranean. Nyungwe contains the actual
source of the Nile River. It was thrilling to be on this amazing trail along the
high mountain ridge through the heart of the wilderness, eager to see the
endlessly fascinating views around each bend. The Congo-Nile Divide Trail
should become a strong attraction for adventure hikers coming to Africa.
For our taste, the venture was a little too colonial, as we were accompanied
by a guide, a naturalist (both wanted to see the trail themselves), a cook,
several porters (including one old man who knew the route because he had
been head of the trail crew), and a gun bearer (in case of an unlikely encounter with poachers).
Every morning at Nyungwe, I awoke in happy anticipation of exploring
yet another trail. The park is also one of the best places in Africa to view primates. A few troops have been habituated by park rangers to tolerate human
visitors for research purposes, and for tourism. One guide told me that many
visitors find primate viewing to be an especially tranquil experience. Tourists
tend to want to see the chimpanzees most of all. They were riveting to watch,
but most of all I loved sitting back in the soft undergrowth to watch troops of
a hundred or more black and white colobus monkeys hang out in the treetops.
I played Jane Goodall for an hour, taking notes on their behavior, watching as
they ate, groomed, nurtured young, exchanged affections, squabbled, played,
and leaped between the trees. I sketched a dozen comical ways in which they
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drape their limp bodies over branches to daydream languorously or doze off
for a treetop nap.
Two tasks remained requiring information and photographs for the
guide. First, I had to tour the nearest local village to describe a “community
walk” where tourists can view rural life up close. Second, I had to go on a tea
plantation excursion, walking through the tea fields, observing the collection
of tea leaves, visiting a tea factory, and witnessing the fine art of tea tasting. I’ll
never again take a cup of tea for granted. It even makes me feel guilty to drink
it, now that I have experienced the contrast of stepping from an untamed
rainforest, home to thousands of wonderful species, into a manicured tea
plantation that replaced the original forest with an impoverished species
inventory dominated by two plants: tea, and the eucalyptus used for fires to
process it. Hard to believe, but some of the tree plantations around Nyungwe
have been reduced to a single species: pine. Make that two, if we want to
count the humans who pass through the unnaturally dead silence of this
artificial ecosystem.
My assignment in Rwanda was the best job and one of the best vacations
I have ever had. Even the weather cooperated. The trails can be treacherously
slick when wet, but I had encountered only one brief downpour in three
weeks. I would not have missed it because of the delightful experience of
watching the sparkling, wet forest come back to life when the sun returned.
	I became very fond of the staff at Gisakura Guest House and was deeply
touched when two of them gave me Christmas presents, though they were
struggling on the edge of poverty themselves. Everyone was so nice that I
could not reconcile these friendly faces with the trauma of genocide. Neither
Bruce nor I dared to ask about their personal experiences. Many of them
must have lost friends and relatives, and some even may have taken part.
Only one guide referred to the genocide obliquely when he explained the
folklore about a liana called Sericostachys scandens. Related to pigweed,
the liana had long been kept in check by the elephants. It produces
flowers about once every fourteen years, providing an abundant source of
nectar for honeybees. But the elders consider the flowers a bad omen and
consult traditional medicine practitioners who may recommend slaughtering
an animal or drinking a traditional mixture to ward off trouble. The plants,
it seems, bloomed just before the 1994 genocide. Also, on the return
drive from the Congo-Nile trail, we found the rough back road blocked
at several points by fallen trees. We watched, wide-eyed, as the rangers
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A chimpanzee sits in a tree in a separate patch of the Nyungwe National Forest, the
Cyamadongo Forest (pronounced “Chamadongo”). bruce BOLNICK

who were with us hacked away at the trees with machetes, wood chips
flying. In minutes, the logs were off the road. It was impossible not to think
about the use of machetes during the genocide. In fact, we learned that terrible
slaughters took place not far from Nyungwe, though the park itself was a vital
but temporary haven for refugees. Akagera National Park, on the other hand,
seems to have lost about two-thirds of its land to settle displaced refugees.
When I returned to the United States, Bruce was away again on business,
leaving me free to sacrifice sleep, food, exercise, and a clean house to finish
the maps and trail descriptions on schedule. By that time, the project
had morphed from a simple trail pamphlet into a small, full-color book,
scheduled to be in print sometime in 2011.
	Now, when I think of Rwanda, I envision trails descending into a luxuriant
forest of huge mahoganies and yellowwoods. I smell the pungently aromatic
leaves of Mimulopsis shrubs and hear the ringing sound of the Chestnutthroated Apalis. I look across a sea of ridges of the greater part of the park
I never got to explore. Above the clatter of kitchenware, I hear the staff at
Gisakura sharing a joke. I want someone to phone and ask me to go back.

DOREEN BOLNICK is an illustrator with considerable field experience in Africa
and the United States. With her husband, Bruce, she authored Waterfalls of the White
Mountains (Countryman Press).
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Porcupine Mountains
Hiking the rainy October trails
we make our way through
yellow maple and oak and ghosts
of an older forest—humps
and ridges that were tip-ups
and trunks, stumps of many arm-span
girths, fallen to loam and silence
beneath the earth.
We walk the loop around
the Lake of the Clouds, twenty miles
lost in mist, make our way
back long after dark through hemlock
and pine to find the shards
of the quarter-moon scattered
in the east-running waves
of Mirror Lake, wade out
to meet them, easing
our blistered feet.
Jim salves his poison ivy rash,
John and Anka find their bunk,
Will and Jack read, I write,
our world alive in the flicker
of firelight on varnished log walls,
the ache of the muscles
that brought us here.
		
Outside,
the owls listen for mice
in the forest and vanished forest
stretching for miles.
				

Robin Chapman

Robin Chapman is the author of six poetry books, most recently Abundance (Cider
Press, 2009), which won the Cider Press Review Book Award. She is recipient of
Appalachia’s 2010 Poetry Prize. Her poems have appeared recently in The Antigonish
Review, Dalhousie Review, and Prairie Schooner, among other journals.
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Accidents
Learn from the mistakes of others—you can never live long enough to make
them all yourself.—Unknown

T

his poignant quote has been attributed to a number of
people, including Eleanor Roosevelt and author John Luther, but no
matter whose mouth it came from, it rings of truth. Looked at in another
way, it seems that people make the same mistakes over and over again.
As I sat reviewing accident files in the New Hampshire Fish and Game
headquarters in Concord, their phones were ringing incessantly. On the desk
in front of me was a thick file about a hiker who fell to his death in Mount
Washington’s Tuckerman Ravine in early November 2009. Many of the phone
calls were from reporters seeking information on a fatality two days earlier in
the same place. Both individuals likely fell from a rock that is named for a
man who plummeted to his death there more than 60 years ago. The list of
deaths in this area does not stop at three.
The accidents I write about here are not designed to call attention to the
individuals who make mistakes or encounter bad luck. The summaries are an
educational tool so that we may learn from and, one hopes, not repeat these
mistakes. The Mount Washington Observatory’s website (mountwashington.
org) includes a page, “Surviving Mount Washington,” grouping the primary
causes of all of the documented deaths there. If you set aside the disappearances
and deaths attributed to natural causes and vehicular accidents, only five
categories remain: hypothermia, drowning, falling ice, avalanches, and falls.
Falls are the leading cause of death on the mountain (43 recorded
fatalities since 1936) and most have occurred when snow and ice dominate
the landscape. They have taken the lives of skiers, technical climbers, hikers, and mountaineers. Hypothermia has been the primary cause of at least
30 deaths to date and is likely a contributing factor in many of the others.
How do we prevent history from repeating itself in the mountains? We
can learn from others’ mistakes and put the odds in our favor by understanding which equipment can help us stay on our feet, exercising caution around
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an uncontrolled slide, and achieving competency in self-arrest technique—
stopping a fall. The mountains are a dangerous place. I consider these case
studies part of my ongoing education.

Sharing the Trails
On Sunday, October 25, 2009, Pawtuckaway State Park hosted a special event
that allowed a group to use all-terrain vehicles on some of its trails. One part
of the approved route included the North Mountain Bypass, which is popular
with mountain bikers although the park’s official map shows it as a hiking
trail. At around 2 p.m., one of the ATV operators rounded a sharp corner in
the trail and was surprised by one biker and one hiker. He tried to avoid a collision, but in doing so, the machine flipped over and rolled onto the bicycle.
No one was hurt, and the three of them set about righting the overturned
ATV. While they were doing this, another ATV rider, Bette B. of Sandown,
New Hampshire, came around the corner. She swerved but lost control of her
machine, drove off the trail and crashed. Though she wore a helmet, she was
pronounced dead at the scene.
Comment: I chose to include this event, outside of the greater White
Mountain region, because of its unique nature but also because it could be
repeated farther north. Trails that were once solely the domain of hikers are
now shared with a variety of other recreational users. ATVs are not allowed
on the White Mountain National Forest except on designated snowmobile
trails during the winter, but some adjacent areas do allow ATVs. Snowmobile
trails sometimes coincide with hiking trails, though land managers try to
avoid this.
Motorized and nonmotorized travelers struggle to coexist, and safety is
only one of the many problems. White Mountain hikers are more likely to
run into mountain bikes than ATVs or snowmobiles. Although bikes have
far less mass than an ATV, they also make far less noise and can surprise
a hiker. In the WMNF, bikes are allowed on nearly all hiking trails except
those that coincide with the Appalachian Trail or within one of the six
designated Wilderness areas. But you are not likely to see a mountain bike
in the Granite State when you go for a mountain walk because many of the
hiking trails here are not well suited for even the most skilled mountain biker.
Nonetheless, it’s a good idea to keep an eye and ear out. Wheeled travelers are
required to yield to hikers on hiking trails, but your sense of self-preservation
should encourage you to step well off the trail.
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The Dark History of Schiller’s Rock
On the morning of Saturday, November 11, 2009, Dr. Wieslaw W., age 62,
said goodbye to his wife as she dropped him off at the Pinkham Notch Visitor
Center. He planned to hike up the Tuckerman Ravine Trail to the summit
of Mount Washington and then return via the Lion Head Trail. She would
await his call from their second home in nearby Jackson.
	Summit temperatures were in the mid-20s when Wieslaw started up the
mountain, and winds were blowing up to 60 miles per hour. He carried
appropriate equipment for the climb, and conditions became more favorable
as the day went on. When he did not contact his wife for a return ride, she
became worried and alerted authorities. He hadn’t signed any of the volunteer
registers along the way, but another hiker reported seeing him at Hermit Lake
sometime around noon. He carried a cell phone with him and the last activation of the phone was recorded at 12:37 p.m. when it sent a signal to the tower
on Jackson’s Black Mountain.
While NHFG gathered information, a family friend from Jackson took
it upon himself to begin a search. He eventually paired up with Anthony
Brezzo, the Appalachian Mountain Club caretaker at Hermit Lake, and the
two of them checked the Lion Head Trail. They had hoped to descend the
Tuckerman Ravine Trail, but recent fluctuations above and below freezing
had formed too much ice on the trail for their comfort. The temperature had
risen into the mid-30s and the winds had largely died out, but after searching
the most likely areas above the ravine, they descended the Lion Head winter
route. It had not yet been opened for the season (the U.S. Forest Service
snow rangers wait until the summer trail is rendered an avalanche danger
by a certain level of snow), but they searched it anyway, in case Wieslaw had
become lost on his descent. They eventually returned to Hermit Lake around
midnight with no clues.
	Search teams met at 6 the following morning at the visitor center. Shortly
before 10 a.m., a team above the ravine spotted something near the base of the
headwall. They radioed their observation to a second crew on the way up. At
10:05, the team confirmed that the team had found Wieslaw’s body near the
base of the waterfall.
Comment: Based on where he was last seen and his cell phone record,
it is likely that he fell to his death while on the ascent of the Tuckerman
headwall. He was found wearing his strap-on crampons; the insides of his
pant legs were torn. These tears may have been a result of the fall, but it is
also possible that he caught his crampons on his pant legs while climbing.
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Inexperienced crampon wearers often do this. So do climbers wearing baggy
pants or who are very tired. When learning proper crampon technique, one
should walk like a cowboy (with a wide stance) and like a duck (splaying the
toes outward). Having hiked all of the 4,000-footers and spent lots of time
in the Presidentials, Wieslaw must have known the proper care and respect
that crampon use requires. It is possible that he slipped on a loose rock
or skidded off a sheet of thin ice. His final resting location is known as
Schiller’s Rock, where many have taken the same 150- to 200-foot fall. Some
have survived, but many have not. The rock is named for another doctor, Dr.
Paul Schiller, who died on May 1, 1949. The smooth rock has been polished
by what early guidebooks called the Falls of a Thousand Streams but which
today is known as the Tuckerman Waterfall. The falls are visible just to the
left of the hiking trail when viewed from below. When Schiller died, he was
skiing and slid off the rock and into the crevasse that the waterfall creates
when it erodes the late-season snowpack below.
	On the trail, hikers pass very close to Schiller’s Rock but stay out of harm’s
way in most situations. As can many places in the mountains, this spot can
be very dangerous when the conditions deteriorate, especially if you venture
even a short distance off trail. The two searchers who decided not to descend
through this area in the dark on Saturday night used good judgment to avoid
what could have been an even more tragic situation.

Slow Going
Kevin M., 45, set out for a day hike near Kancamagus Pass on December 19,
2009. He and his dog were dropped off at the Sawyer River trailhead, just east
of the Kanc’s height of land, and they started hiking at 11:30 a.m. His pack
was well stocked and he had arranged to be picked up five hours later at the
Hancock Notch trailhead. His intended route wrapped around the backside
of Mount Huntington and followed the Sawyer River and Hancock Notch
trails for a total of 9.5 miles. Although the route doesn’t gain a tremendous
amount of elevation, it does travel through Hancock Notch, which is rugged
and seldom visited. In fact, the only part of the route that sees any regular
traffic is the 1.8 miles of the Hancock Notch Trail off the highway (the last
piece of Kevin’s intended route), which hikers use in combination with two
other trails to ascend the Hancocks, both on the 4,000-footers list. When he
didn’t show up as planned, his family became worried, and after five hours of
waiting, his wife reported him missing.
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	If a missing party is known to be carrying the gear necessary to spend a
night in the woods, searchers often postpone operations until daylight to
minimize risk. NHFG learned from Kevin’s wife that he was an experienced
winter hiker and had the equipment to endure an unplanned bivouac. Still,
NHFG started searching that night because the temperature was already
down to the single digits and bad weather was forecast the next day.
Conservation officers strapped on their snowshoes and headlamps and
then headed into the woods. At 2:50 a.m., NHFG officers Mark Ober, Jr.,
and Bradley Morse came upon Kevin in Hancock Notch, 75 yards from the
trail. He was uninjured and had started a fire to keep himself and his dog
warm. The three men and the dog then made their way three miles back to
the trailhead, which they reached at 4:44 a.m.
	It turned out that Kevin made good time on the first 2.6 miles of his route,
but once he hit the Hancock Notch Trail, conditions changed. At that point,
he began the laborious task of breaking trail, and his pace slowed to a crawl.
He ran out of time.
Comment: Kevin was well prepared with the knowledge and equipment
necessary to complete a winter hike in the White Mountains. He had been
in the general area in the recent past and was experienced in winter travel.
He had left his itinerary with someone he trusted and carried extra food and
gear for the possibility of being stranded after dark. A native of Scotland,
Kevin had received survival training during his time with the Royal Air Force.
With such planning, experience, and equipment why then did he have to
spend the night out?
As he plodded along on the unbroken Hancock Notch Trail, Kevin
likely began doing the math in his head with the assumption that he would
have to break trail all the way to the next junction (5.1 miles away). The
optimist may think that the trail might improve because someone could have
broken trail from the opposite end and turned around partway, which is a
dangerous approach in the mountains. But as an experienced hiker, Kevin
likely assumed that the trail would remain unbroken through the notch.
	Still, he overestimated his abilities. A warm November—more than seven
degrees warmer than average, according to the Mount Washington Observatory—and dry fall left little snow going into December, but Hancock Notch
receives very little sun in its deep cleft on Mount Huntington’s north side,
leaving it snowier even in a drier year.
Kevin also lost the trail numerous times. A couple of late fall storms had
coated trees with heavy, wet snow and ice before winds cranked up and wreaked
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havoc on the forest. Branches and downed trees contributed to the difficult
travel and navigation. The NHFG press release for the incident called the
trail “not well maintained,” but Kevin’s trip fell during a period of very little,
if any, trail maintenance. Spring and fall snowstorms frequently drop broken
limbs and treetops into the trail. The next snowstorm often cements them
into place until melt-out occurs and trail work begins months later. Also,
following paint blazes on trees is not reliable in the winter because blazes are
painted outside the federal Wilderness areas only when the trail is not easily
discernable during the summer. Warm weather hiking and winter hiking are
two completely different sports, except that one uses the same muscle group
to go along.
Besides understanding conditions, Kevin may have avoided becoming
stuck if he had started earlier. It was close to the shortest day of the year and
sunset was expected at 4:14 p.m. His midday start left Kevin less than six hours
to complete his trip before dark. This would be a reasonable amount of time
for a fit person if the trails were in good shape, but it doesn’t leave much time
for the unexpected.
Although in hindsight we know how he could have prevented the
unplanned bivouac, Kevin made good decisions once he realized that he
wasn’t going to make it out as planned. He tried to press forward as long as
he could, but after repeatedly losing the trail, he wisely chose to sit tight
for the night. He secured shelter in the lee of a boulder and rather than
sleep he made a fire to keep warm. This provided comfort to Kevin and his
dog, Honey, and it helped the conservation officers find him. While waiting, Kevin shared his extra food with his dog. He used the self-heating unit
from the military MRE (meal, ready-to-eat) to provide some extra warmth,
and he shut off his cell phone to save power for an area with reception. This
incident demonstrates the importance of carrying the gear that can make an
unplanned night not only survivable, but reasonably comfortable.

Technology to the Rescue
On January 4, 2010 at 5:50 p.m., the Grafton County Sheriff’s Office paged
NHFG Sergeant Brian Suttmeier. When Suttmeier called in, he learned
that someone had activated a personal locator beacon on the slopes of
Mount Moosilauke in Benton. Satellite coordinates revealed that the lost
person was approximately 1.5 miles from the trailhead on the western side
of the mountain. Rescue personnel learned through the satellite device
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service provider that Patricia D., age 50, had set out for a solo hike on New
Hampshire’s westernmost 4,000-footer. She was expected to have quality
equipment on her summit bid and was described as healthy.
As NHFG conservation officers converged on the Glencliff trailhead, the
personal locator beacon (PLB) service provided updated coordinates every
five minutes. Patricia was making her way down the mountain. As they began
to ready themselves, they realized that her most recent coordinates placed her
well off of the Hurricane Trail that she had been following earlier. Conservation officer James Kneeland rode in by snowmobile toward her coordinates
and eventually hiked toward the sound of her emergency whistle. When he
found Patricia, she was about a third of a mile south of the Hurricane Trail
and was trying to make her way down with a single snowshoe. The other had
broken and disappeared as she struggled downhill through deep snow in the
dark. With a little bit of help, the uninjured but tired hiker arrived back at the
trailhead at approximately 8:30 p.m.
Comment: Patricia had set off at a reasonable time with reasonable gear
for a reasonable hike. She had ascended the Glencliff Trail to the summit
without incident and then begun her descent down the Carriage Road. To
return to her car via a popular loop she headed northwest off the Carriage
Road and began following the Hurricane Trail. She faced a small climb
(an 800-foot elevation gain) over the shoulder of Moosilauke known as
Mount Hurricane, but the trail was unbroken and the snow deep, making her
task enormous. In the days before Patricia’s hike, the high peaks had picked
up about ten inches of snow and winds had been very strong out of the
northwest. As she climbed up to the ridge, she dealt with all of the snow that
had been blown onto the lee side.
Things began to get desperate for her when her snowshoe broke and she
wasn’t able to make a suitable repair. Backpacks break, snowshoes snap, and
tent poles fold in half when you least expect it. When the gear fails, your
brain needs to come to the rescue. Deep in the bottom of my pack, I carry
the MacGyver kit (after the fix-it agent of 1980s television fame) for this
type of situation. Depending on my itinerary, this emergency kit expands or
contracts accordingly. On a three-month trip to the Andes, I carried items
like two-part epoxy, a flat file, and an assortment of metal screws; on an
afternoon stroll, I might only toss in a couple zip ties and my knife.
When gear fails, the first critical piece of the solution is being creative
and resourceful. While doing a Mahoosuc Range traverse one winter, I tore a
binding off a snowshoe and had to use a little of each of my group members’
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boot laces to get enough cord to make the necessary repair. The second piece
is doing the repair right. The same season as my Mahoosuc mishap, my
friend Kara broke her telemark ski binding four miles from the road in Castle
Ravine. The snow was deep, and she needed that ski, so we spent a good half
hour engineering a solid binding system from some parachute cord, a key
ring, and a little duct tape. She skied the rest of the way out with better form
than those of us who had fully functional gear!
Patricia’s call for help was the first documented backcountry rescue in
New Hampshire as the result of a PLB activation. After this incident, there
was lots of chatter on news websites and hiking forums about whether she
should have activated her beacon. She was well prepared with the proper gear
and would have likely made it to the road without anyone’s help had she never
triggered the unit. Without all of the facts, it’s hard to pass judgment, but it’s
worth looking at how this technology is affecting the hiking world. Patricia
is an anomaly in that she had her PLB registered with reliable emergency
contact information and when she activated it, she did so intentionally.
Currently, there are two main types of devices that are both commonly
called PLBs, although one is really not. The first is a true PLB that uses a
system of military satellites to locate the owner’s position. It can be used in
coordination with a global positioning system unit for the highest accuracy
(+/– 100 yards) or on its own to lead rescuers to within a couple miles, at which
point they need to begin homing in with a handheld tracking device. When
you activate a PLB, it sends out a distress signal that is routed through the
Air Force (the responsible authority for all land-based rescues in the nation)
to the local responders. The authorities only know who they’re dealing with
if you’ve registered your unit through the National Oceanic and Atmospheric
Administration. This technology has been in place for decades and has been
used regularly for marine rescues.
The second type of device uses a GPS based on commercial satellites and
requires an annual fee for their use. The SPOT device is the commonly used
version and is being seen more frequently in the mountains despite it having
a less powerful transmission signal. The SPOT does have some advantages
over the PLB in that it can transmit more than just a distress signal. Early generations of the SPOT have allowed hikers to also send an “I’m OK” message
to assure their families or friends. More recent versions include traditional
GPS functionality and—hold on to your cell phone—the ability to send text
messages through the satellite system and for the posting of progress through
an associated Web-based application! The SPOT has the advantage to rescuers
WINTER/SPRING 2011 107

Appalachia_WS2011_FINAL_11.17.indd 107

11/17/10 2:13:03 PM

that its owner must register it for it to be activated, thereby allowing search
and rescue teams to do some investigation before they hit the trail.
With all of the technological madness spreading through the hiking world,
it’s certain that malfunctioning equipment or the misuse of it will set some
unnecessary rescues in motion. Current statistics show that more than 95
percent of PLB activations are unintentional. But if the unit is registered, a
quick call from the authorities can prevent unnecessary mobilization of forces.
During the winter of 2009–2010, rescuers in Colorado chased a phantom
PLB that was activated nine times in a two-month period before authorities
finally tracked it down to a car in a Boulder parking lot. Its owner, a young
man in his 20s, was inside at a doctor’s appointment. He thought he owned
an avalanche transceiver.
When they are necessary, these devices have saved lives. In the mid-1990s,
I was thankful that some climbers were lugging around one of the giant bag
phones as we watched someone cartwheel into the icy talus below Cannon
Cliff. I was able to rappel down and provide first aid, but without a quick
response from advanced medical personnel, the victim might have succumbed
to his internal injuries. I equate PLBs, SPOTs, and cell phones to emergency
car flares. Keep them stashed away unless you need them.
	Not everyone agrees. In September 2009, four backpackers triggered their
rented SPOT not once, not twice, but three times over a three-day Grand
Canyon hike. The first time they had run out of water, but when a helicopter crew located them the following morning, they had located water and
declined rescue. They triggered it again later that day when their water tasted
salty, and they were concerned about dehydration. A rescue crew located
them with night vision goggles but decided that a helicopter rescue was too
risky, so they dropped them water. The hikers triggered their SPOT the following morning, and the helicopter crew returned and picked them up. They
all declined medical treatment, and, when asked what they would have done
without the SPOT, the leader stated, “We would have never attempted this
hike.” Arizona has no “negligent hiker law” like New Hampshire does, but
the leader was later charged with creating a hazardous condition.

The King of all Slides
Douglas S., age 25, and Nathaniel B., age 28, set out on Sunday, March 28,
2010, at 10 a.m. to hike on Mount Adams, New England’s second highest
peak at 5,774 feet. They reached the summit in quick time and began their
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descent without dawdling as the weather forecast called for increasing clouds.
It had been weeks since any appreciable snow had fallen on the high terrain,
and they were able to make good time as they dropped down the mountain’s north slope. At approximately 1:30 p.m., the two were a couple hundred
yards from Thunderstorm Junction when Douglas lost his footing, fell, and
began to slide toward the rim of King Ravine. With ski poles in his hands, he
tried to stop himself to no avail and continued to pick up speed. Nathaniel
watched helplessly as his partner slid for more than the length of a football
field before dropping into the ravine and disappearing from sight.
	Nathaniel cautiously moved down the mountain looking for his partner
but was afraid to get too close to the edge. He quickly ruled out the possibility
of descending the headwall of King Ravine because he didn’t have the right
gear. In most areas, the snow surface was bulletproof, having undergone multiple freeze-thaw cycles, and his Microspikes didn’t provide the sense of security that he longed for. During their ascent, these conditions had allowed the
hikers to move quickly when the possibility of an uncontrolled slide wasn’t
weighing on their minds. Having just watched his friend slide to what should
have been a certain death, Nathaniel slowly followed the rim of King Ravine
as he descended the Airline Trail. When he dropped below treeline, he still
hadn’t seen any sign of his friend.
At 1:50 p.m., the Pinkham Notch Visitor Center received a cell phone call
from Douglas, who reported that he had just fallen a long way down King
Ravine but was not hurt. Fifteen minutes later, he called 911 to let them know
that his only injury was a bloody nose but that he was trapped. By 2:30 p.m.,
rescuers from NHFG and Androscoggin Valley Search and Rescue had converged on the trailhead for a technical rescue. Douglas’s description of his fall
led them to believe that he must be stuck high on the ravine’s walls. Small
teams of rescuers began searching the top and the bottom of the ravine.
Meanwhile, Douglas used his cell phone to talk directly to NHFG
Lieutenant Doug Gralenski. He said he was worried about avalanche danger
and what looked like a cliff or steep convexity below him. He was able to
use his compass to shoot a couple bearings off of local landmarks. Gralenski
triangulated his position on a map and it appeared as though he had fallen
into the area of the Great Gully Trail. This trail follows a steep snow gully
that is known locally as the “7” and funnels down over a large waterfall before
emptying into the talus field below. Douglas was getting cold so he was
trying to move in position to stay warm. He was asked to blow his whistle
every five minutes to aid rescuers and to shut off his cell phone to save the
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battery. While he waited, Douglas made a shelter by digging into a snowdrift
with his snowshoes. He hung a couple pieces of gear on an adjacent bush to
catch searchers’ eyes and blew his whistle as instructed. Nathaniel, arriving
at the trailhead, was relieved to find out that his partner was alive and
relatively uninjured.
At 8:50 p.m., NHFG conservation officers Brad Morse and Alex Lopashanski
saw what they believed to be a light down fairly low on the King Ravine
headwall. Within 30 minutes, they had located Douglas. He had fallen about
1,500 feet, two-thirds of the way down the headwall, but he was packing up
his things and anxious to get moving. The officers traversed in from the right.
One of Douglas’s eyes had swollen shut and he was wearing soft-soled threeseason boots, so the rescuers used a rope to assist him down to the floor of the
ravine. He was able to hike out, reaching the trailhead at around midnight.
Comment: If Douglas had nine lives, he probably used eight of them
during this fall. The Great Gully is a coveted backcountry ski run that
averages around 40 degrees before it dumps over a frozen waterfall that is
sometimes, but usually not, covered with snow. Most ski descents approach
this lower area with caution and then exit the main gully via the traverse
that the conservation officers used to reach Douglas. When I went in to
King Ravine for some backcountry snowboarding less than a week after this
incident, the waterfall was covered with snow, but it was extremely steep.
Below the steep pitch, chunky avalanche debris fanned out into the partially
covered talus field. Above the waterfall, the gully was choked with snow and
there were few obstacles to hit.
There is no good explanation why a sliding and tumbling person would
stop where Douglas did. Had he not stopped there, he would have rocketed down over the waterfall pitch and been shot out into the rough, rockstudded terrain below. This would have not likely finished with the same
happy ending.
The equipment that Douglas carried was appropriate for his planned hike
but not for the conditions he encountered. When the mountains turn to
ice, Microspikes, YakTrax, ice creepers, and other similar products no longer
cut the mustard. Ten-point crampons are essential for these conditions, but
along with their benefits come certain hazards. Had Douglas been wearing
crampons when he took the king of all slides, he would have likely broken at
least one, if not both, of his legs. If crampons go on your feet, then a device
to self-arrest must go in your hand while you’re in terrain where you could
slide out of control. In the area where Douglas lost his footing, this is usually
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not the case, but after an extended freeze-thaw cycle, the snow surface was
about as forgiving as the surface of a cue ball. Long sliding falls had been
emphasized as a major hazard in the daily advisories for Mount Washington
(found at tuckerman.org) and visitor centers were warning mountaineers
about crossing exposed slopes. Remember the first tenet of hikeSafe’s hiker
responsibility code—Be prepared with knowledge and gear. Get up-to-date
information about conditions before heading out and then select the right
gear for your itinerary. And in the event that you get there and you’re not
prepared to safely tackle the conditions you’re finding, don’t be afraid to turn
back. The mountains will be there next time.

Watch Those Feet, Son!
On the morning of Saturday, March 6, 2010, USFS snow ranger Jeff Lane
wrote about sunshine and robins in the daily avalanche advisory for the east
side of Mount Washington. As expected, temperatures pushed above freezing
on the lower half of the mountain, and the crowds flocked to the Lion Head
winter route for a chance at a summit bid in ideal conditions. The route was
in excellent shape after more than four and a half feet of snow was deposited
in the preceding ten days. As a climber was descending the route’s steepest
section down close to its junction with the Huntington Ravine Fire Road,
his crampons balled up with snow, causing him to slip and fall. He was not
immediately able to self-arrest and instead tumbled approximately 50 feet,
injuring his leg. He did not hit any of the other climbers in the vicinity.
Bystanders helped haul him down the trail until a snow ranger arrived. The
climber was then assisted down to the Fire Road and transported to Pinkham
Notch by a snowmobile.
Two weeks later, the snow rangers and the Mount Washington Volunteer
Ski Patrol rescued a 20-year-old man after another climber accidentally kicked
the man in the face ascending a steep snow slope in Tuckerman Ravine. With
his eyebrow bandaged, he walked out.
Comment: There are many reasons to maintain distance from other
climbers. This climber was lucky that the person above him was not wearing
crampons. If someone slips and begins to slide or tumble out of control, as
in the first incident, you want to have time to step aside. This is especially
true on the busy days when a line forms at areas like the steep, rocky crux
section of the Lion Head winter route. Quite often, I see impatient mountaineers climb right up underneath crampon-wearing beginners whose shaky
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footwork makes them look as if they will peel off the mountain any minute.
This is a recipe for disaster. It places the lower person in danger and distracts
the upper person, who focuses less on footwork.
	In the sun, the snow can become wet and sticky even if the ambient
temperature is below freezing. This presents a problem for crampons, which can
act as giant cookie cutters. Some crampons come equipped with anti-balling
plates, but others require them to be purchased separately. If you’re looking
to save money, you can fashion some yourself out of heavy plastic (make
sure that it will withstand cold temperatures without becoming brittle) and
zip ties. Spraying your crampons with silicon or even vegetable oil will also
help prevent the balling that occurs on warm days. Crampons that have
vertically oriented metal rails underfoot are the worst for balling, but most
manufacturers have steered away from their use in modern designs. After
you’ve sprayed Pam on your crampons and outfitted them with fancy antiballing plates, you may still experience the dreaded “Frankenstein feet” on
sunny spring days. In this situation, you will have to continually knock the
side of your crampon with your ice ax to free the snowball. You might want to
remove the crampons and just bare-boot it with your ice ax in hand.
Although the snowball on the crampon is what made the climber fall on
the Lion Head winter route, he wasn’t able to stop himself because he didn’t
have an ice ax. He was descending with ski poles, a poor substitute. If you
slip and begin to slide, you need to be able to stop yourself immediately.
Crampons are fabulous tools, but they’re also dangerous weapons. Some
other climbers last season sat down and glissaded wearing crampons—
a big no-no!

Two Nights Out Without a Thing in His Pocket
Peter M., age 46, locked his vehicle and headed up Franconia’s Skookumchuck Trail at 2:39 p.m. on Sunday, April 25, 2010. He planned to hike to
the summit of Mount Lafayette by himself and return the same way that
afternoon. The Mount Washington Observatory’s weather forecast for the
higher summits called for increasing clouds in the afternoon as a warm front
moved into the region, but when Peter left his vehicle, the sun was still shining brightly and the temperatures were pleasant.
When Peter didn’t show up for work or call on Monday, his coworkers
wondered where he could be. When the same thing happened on Tuesday,
and they couldn’t reach him at home, they decided to report him missing. He
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had recently been demoted at work, but both coworkers and family said that
he seemed to handle it well. He was described as an experienced hiker who
would have no trouble navigating or surviving if he were to become lost. Peter
was said to be physically fit and had no medical issues that would generate
a concern, so NHFG began organizing the incident as a search for a lost or
injured hiker.
When his vehicle was located at the Skookumchuck trailhead, a local
police officer noticed that an AMC White Mountain Guide (2007) and map
of the local area were both visible inside. Unless Peter had a second copy
of the map, he was now assumed to be traveling without a map—a
significant concern on one of the trails that seems to disorient a large number
of White Mountain hikers each year. His sister told investigating officers that
Peter had good quality hiking equipment but generally traveled lighter than
the average hiker.
	Search teams fanned out to look for Peter soon after he was reported
missing. A winter storm warning had been issued for the region, and an inch
of snow had fallen overnight at higher elevations. If he were alive, Peter would
have had to endure two unplanned bivouacs. No one knew for sure what
he had with him, but it wasn’t expected to be much. Temperatures were
forecast to drop through the day on Tuesday and by nightfall a major
storm was expected to have moved into the area. As teams hiked up the
Skookumchuck Trail, they encountered snow at 2,300 feet and had to put on
snowshoes soon after that. The summit of Lafayette lay almost 3,000 vertical
feet higher.
Teams scoured the trails throughout the day on Tuesday as light rain
changed to snow. Assisting NHFG were New Hampshire State Police,
Pemigewasset Valley Search and Rescue, New England K-9 Search and Rescue, and the Upper Valley Wilderness Response Team. No sign of Peter could
be found, and searchers worried that if he was still alive, the building storm
would present a serious challenge for even the most strong-willed individual.
While teams combed the trails and trailless drainages nearby, a biologist from
the WMNF drove the Gale River Loop Road on her way home from work.
Shortly before 4:30 p.m., she encountered Peter, who had stumbled out onto
the road amid the intensifying storm. He was tired, cold, and had a few
scratches from his ordeal but was otherwise OK. He was wearing all that he
had left the trailhead with—shorts, a T-shirt and sneakers.
Comment: Peter’s intended hike was more than ten miles long and gained
more than 3,300 feet of elevation. It takes most people close to seven hours
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to complete the trip that he set out to do five hours before sunset. He was
undoubtedly traveling lighter than the average hiker by not even carrying a
water bottle with him (he later told NHFG officers that he consumed lots
of water at the trailhead before he departed). Things went wrong when he
became lost on the descent and despite having daylight to navigate, he could
not find the trail again. For two days, he wandered through the forest, drinking from streams and being blessed with unseasonably warm weather. He
spent Sunday night moving to keep warm, but Monday night he was too
tired and had to hunker down for the rainy night. His description of the
night from a website post he made on April 30 paints a vivid picture. “Monday night I shivered all night in a fetal position while covered in brush, hands
in armpits, while under a tree with low-lying branches, and I shook my body
out each time I changed sides, although I did have another nearby place in
mind if it rained harder.” Eventually, Peter followed a drainage that emptied
into the South Branch of the Gale River. After he was picked up on the
U.S. Forest Service road, the storm continued in earnest, dumping close
to two feet of snow on the high peaks. He carried not a single item from
the hikeSafe list of ten essentials. Peter was determined to be negligent, and
the state sent him a bill for $2,109.
The NHFG is tasked with coordinating all search and rescue operations
in the state regardless of the situation. Through a memorandum of understanding, the department conveys this responsibility to the USFS for the
eastern portion of Mount Washington for the period between December 1
and June 1. Between 150 and 200 incidents are managed every year in the
state, with hikers making up approximately one-third to half of the total.
Aside from hikers, the incidents involve hunters, skiers, suicide victims, people with medical conditions, canoeists, lost children, and many others.
	New Hampshire is one of eight states with laws allowing people to
be billed for the costs associated with their rescue. Under NH RSA 206:26bb, “any person determined by the department to have acted negligently in
requiring a search and rescue response by the department shall be liable to
the department for the reasonable cost of the department’s expenses for such
search and rescue response.” This authority became effective June 6, 2008,
and has been used a number of times. In addition to Peter’s debacle on Mount
Lafayette, NHFG charged a few other parties during the approximately sixmonth period covered in this issue. One was a pair of hikers benighted on
Chocorua on November 11 after starting out late without lights or a map.
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They were each billed $169. On the same day, an 82-year-old man, his 53-yearold daughter, and his 13-year-old granddaughter started up southern New
Hampshire’s Mount Kearsarge less than two hours before sunset. They carried, in the grandfather’s words, “essentially nothing” and had to call for a
rescue when they lost the trail after dark. The two adults were each billed $323.
Most bills that are generated are for hikers who start out late in the day without the lights necessary to help them return. Most bills are less than $1,000.
NHFG staff believes that they could charge a larger number of the people
they rescue, but after consulting with the state attorney general’s office, they
move forward with far fewer.

The Scott Mason Case Revisited
The cost of rescues nearly doubled in 2009 for two main reasons. There were
more rescues than normal, and there were two high-profile and high-cost
operations. The April search for Scott Mason and the June search for Peter
Shintani each consumed three days with hundreds of overtime hours for
NHFG officers, and both required extensive use of helicopters. The search
for Canadian hiker Peter Shintani in June 2009 (See Appalachia Summer/
Fall 2010, page 98) and the Mason rescue, together, cost the state more than
$46,000. The helicopter costs are often absorbed by the New Hampshire
Army National Guard, which uses the flights for training. Staff Sergeant Matt
Stohrer has flown on several missions, and after being lowered to rescue a
winter hiker off Franconia Ridge said, “I would describe these missions as
more dangerous than getting shot at in Iraq.” He would know, having spent
a two-year tour there. The Guard is not always available, however, and additional aviation resources sometimes need to be requested. This has been the
case more frequently during the past decade as the local Guard unit has had
multiple deployments to Iraq and Afghanistan.
The Mason search brought the “negligent hiker law” into the limelight for
the first time. Before the law’s establishment, there had been a similar law on
the books in the state, but it was based on recklessness rather than negligence.
It was rarely used because the standard of recklessness was difficult to prove.
When it was applied, the perpetrator’s actions were generally so blatant that
few would argue that it wasn’t appropriate. With the 2008 law, the standard
is more difficult to assess. A negligent person is someone who fails to take the
adequate precautions or make prudent decisions a reasonable person would
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make. Mason injured his ankle near the beginning of his ambitious hike and
then decided to keep going. When he later realized that he was behind schedule, instead of turning around, he opted to take a shortcut that he had been
warned specifically not to take. These actions constituted negligence in the
eyes of the state and they sent Mason a bill on July 10, 2009, for $25,238.
Act two of the Mason saga occurred on April 8, 2010, when the New
Hampshire attorney general and the director of NHFG sent him another letter a couple weeks before the one-year anniversary of his misadventure in the
Northern Presidentials. The letter stated that though they remained “confident that the [NHFG] Department’s case has legal merit,” they “appreciated”
his “personal circumstances and condition.” They followed up by saying that
they would not be pursuing payment of the bill that they had sent in 2009.
Mason’s personal circumstances largely seem to be his desire to go to college;
the letter mentions this.
	I was personally disappointed to see the state retract the charges. Their
request for payment was not a knee-jerk reaction because the bill was sent
more than two months after Mason was rescued. It was recommended by
NHFG and supported by the attorney general, and they continue to believe
that their case has merit.
A media firestorm followed the announcement of the bill’s issuance, and
there is no doubt that NHFG was under immense political pressure. Nonetheless, I feel that the wrong message is being sent to the outdoor community.
In the closing paragraph of the April 8 letter, the state writes, “We hope that
the publicity about [Scott’s] experience has served as an important teaching
moment to others considering hiking in the White Mountains so they might
know that the dangers and risks of doing so should never be underestimated.”
I believe that following through with the bill would have sent a stronger
message more closely aligned with this lesson. I believe that they have sent
a mixed signal and given a free pass for a personal circumstance that is not
unusual or worthy of special consideration.
The NHFG receives less than 0.2 percent of its revenue from the state
general fund, and that portion is earmarked for the Nongame and Endangered Species Program. Funding for search and rescue comes exclusively from
a $1 fee that is levied on the registration of watercraft, snowmobiles, and
off-highway recreational vehicles. These fees provide between $185,000 and
$195,000 each year, but the operational costs of the search and rescue program are even higher. One search for a hunter in December 2007 approached
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$60,000. Hikers, hunters, and most other user groups are not paying into the
search and rescue fund; this has been a major point of contention. The negligent hiker law is a way for the state to try to recoup some of the costs that
are currently not being covered.
There are three easy ways that you as a hiker can support the system.
First, you can join a search and rescue group, of which there are a number in
the state. Second, you can make a donation to either the NHFG search and
rescue fund or to the New Hampshire Outdoor Council (nhoutdoorcouncil.
org), a volunteer organization that receives and disburses funds to support
search and rescue. Third, you can be a messenger for the hikeSafe program
and help raise awareness about the hiker responsibility code. We all have a
duty to lend a hand. Someday it may be one of us riding in the litter or being
searched for during a winter snowstorm.
—Justin J. Preisendorfer
Accidents Editor
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Alpina
A semi-annual review of mountaineering in the greater ranges

Alaska
Denali National Park and Reserve reported a quiet 2009 season on
Mt McKinley (20,320 ft). One thousand one hundred and sixty-one climbers
from 268 teams attempted the mountain, and 682 topped out, slight decreases
from the 2008 season, thus continuing the slow drop-off in mountaineering
activity from the record year of 2005. (In that year, 1,340 mountaineers tried
McKinley and 775 succeeded.) As usual, most of the climbers were from the
United States, but in something of a surprise, the second largest nationality group was Polish, 47 climbers—more than from Canada, Japan, and the
United Kingdom, the usual leading non-U.S. groups. By luck or remarkable
foresight, the National Park Service offered a Polish translation of the Denali
mountaineering booklet. (It is now available in nine languages.)
Four died on McKinley: a probable heart attack on the West Buttress
Route and three mountaineering accidents. There were no deaths elsewhere
in the park and reserve.
South District Ranger Daryl Miller retired after eighteen years at the
National Park Service and was replaced by John Leonard. Miller presided over
the development of major changes in mountaineering policy in the park preregistration requirements, safety education of climbers, enhanced search and
rescue, and “clean mountain” environmental regulations. These have been
criticized as the “nannyfication” of McKinley, but there is little doubt that the
changes have been the major factor in the reduction in the number of mountaineers who get into serious trouble or die. Some of the more hard-bitten
Denali climbers will be happy to learn that there are limits to the tender
care now expected of NPS personnel. One unfortunate woman mountaineer
with a minor foot injury “aggressively” insisted on air evacuation from the
14,200 ft camp despite attempts by rangers to persuade her to descend under
her own steam. She eventually won a citation for “interfering with agency
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function,” an offense carrying a maximum penalty of $5,000 and six months—
a Denali first.
“Notable climbs” were off the beaten path. Americans Jack Tackle and Jay
Smith put up three new routes on Huntington S Pk (10,300 ft) May 13–18,
then made the first ascent of the N Face of Thunder Mountain (10,920 ft) in
67 hours with one bivouac, May 23–25. Britons Jon Bracey and Matt Helliker
climbed a new line of ice runnels on the N Face of Mt Grosvenor (8,460 ft)
to reach the summit in twelve hours on May 10, then descended the S Face
to the Church-Grosvenor Col and returned to camp. Next, they made the
second route ever up the N Face of Mt Church (8,233 ft) on May 17.
Gerald Myers of Colorado tried a minimally equipped solo attempt on
McKinley via the W Buttress Route on May 21. When he failed to descend
to the High Camp, an aerial search was started, with 30 hours of fixed-wing
and helicopter flight time—accumulating thousands of high-quality digital
images. Image review did not locate the climber, and he was presumed dead
on May 26. However, detailed study of the images did show two partly buried
bodies west of the Cassin Ridge, and on May 25, a ranger in the park helicopter confirmed their presence. They were identified by rope color and clothing
as Tatsuro Yamada and Yuto Inoe—the two “Giri-Giri Boys” climbers lost
on the Cassin Ridge in May 2008. (See Alpina, Summer/Fall 2009.) Because
of the danger in attempting to recover the bodies, the NPS decided to leave
them in place.
John Mislow and Arthur Swanson were roped together near the Messner Couloir on June 11 when they fell at least 1,500 ft to their deaths at
the 14,500 ft base of the couloir. The experienced pair received the Denali
Pro award in 2000, and the award will be renamed in their honor for 2010
and subsequent years. Sarah Fritz and Irena Overeem of Colorado received
the 2009 Denali Pro award for initiating and managing the technical rescue
of a climber injured on Moose’s Tooth. On May 11, the pair were climbing the Ham and Eggs Route when they saw a climber directly below them
fall about 60 feet. They climbed down and found that he had a broken leg
and a dislocated ankle. In increasing wind and spindrift Fritz strapped him
to her back and, belayed by Overeem and other climbers, carried him
down four rappels totaling 600 ft to reach easier terrain. There the injured
climber was transferred to a sled and moved to the glacier air strip for air
taxi pickup.
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The Karakoram
K2 in 2008. The 2008 season on K2 (8,611 m) began and ended in a few
tragic days starting near the end of July. Those few days saw most of the high
climbing, eighteen ascents, eleven deaths, and at least three serious injuries in
a complex event reminiscent of the tragic Everest spring of 1996. Thus, 2008
was the worst season on K2 since 1986 when thirteen died between late June
and early October. Despite extensive immediate coverage followed by several
books and made-for-TV movies, no K2 media frenzy occurred in the United
States similar to the one following Everest in 1996. There were Americans
on K2, but they neither died nor summited, and American interest lagged
because K2 is not the world’s highest mountain.
The climbing seasons on K2 differ from those on Everest. K2 lies farther
north and west and often has no major monsoon period, permitting summit attempts spring to fall. In 2008, dubious weather limited progress until
mid-July, but by the end of that month, there were at least twelve “expeditions” and a number of “independent” climbers at or moving toward 7,860
m Camp 4. Only the Korean expedition was a classical, large national expedition, with eleven Korean members including the active 8,000er collector Go
Mi-sun, and four climbing Sherpas. The other expeditions were smaller, more
eclectic in membership, and more casually organized. In all, some 72 climbers and porters were ready to climb—not a huge number by current Everest
standards, but too many for the steep and confined routes on K2. Everyone
intended to use either the Abruzzi Ridge Route or the Cesen Route, which
joins it below Camp 4.
Although K2 is 237 meters lower than Everest, it is steeper on average
and harder. Climbers high up can be trapped—for weather, incapacity, and
other reasons—and thus die of hypothermia, hypoxia, dehydration, and
exhaustion or in falls on the descent. These entrapments are common in K2’s
history, causing it to be a very dangerous mountain. By the end of 2008, there
had been 302 ascents and 77 deaths on the mountain. That is, for every four
ascents of K2, someone has died on the mountain.
	In late July, it appeared that the weather would shortly allow summit
attempts, and the leaders of the larger expeditions held discussions to coordinate fixed-rope route preparation through the aptly named “bottleneck” and
the long “traverse” above it. But the route preparation plan was complicated,
requiring the cooperation of climbing guides and Sherpas from several expeditions to assemble the required materials and install them in the dark of the
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early morning of summit day. Just as happened in a similar planned joint
effort on Everest in 1996, when the climbers began to move up from Camp 4
early on August 1, they found mislocated ropes, confusion, delays, and long
lines of mountaineers ahead of them waiting for hours to move on.
The first deaths occurred that morning on the newly fixed ropes below
the bottleneck. Dren Mandric of the Serbian expedition unclipped to let
another climber pass, his foot slipped, and he slid down the steep slope for
215 m, to fracture his skull on rocks. The Serbs decided to abandon the climb.
While assisting in an ill-advised attempt to lower the body, Jahan Baig, a
poorly skilled and perhaps mountain-sick porter, staggered and fell, then not
attempting to save himself, slid to the edge of the ridge overlooking China
and disappeared into the depths.
The weather on August 1 was fair and warm, and after some hesitation,
most continued to climb. Basque independent climber Alberto Zerain moved
to the head of the pack, helped fix part of the ropes, then broke trail above
the traverse. He reached the summit in good time at about 2:30 p.m. and after
an hour descended, somewhat hindered by the crowding on the fixed ropes
as other climbers forced their way up, too late in the day. He reached Camp
4, rested, and pushed on to Camp 3, the only summiter to have a reasonably
easy time. After 5:00 p.m., others began to reach the top. Eventually, seventeen more summited, some gaining the minor distinctions that now pass
for mountaineering fame—Gerald McDonnell became the first Irishman to
climb K2, and Cecilie Skog became the first Norwegian woman. It was still
amazingly sunny and warm, and much time was wasted in mutual congratulation and worldwide chatter on satellite phones. Few seemed driven to head
down as soon as possible. Only at 8:00 p.m. did the last climbers on the summit start the descent of the rapidly darkening snow slopes.
The bottleneck and the long traverse above it are dominated by a hanging glacier known as The Serac. Icefall from the glacier is a known risk, but
it had not been a major problem in recent years. The Serac was unstable
from the warm day, and at about 8:00 p.m., the first of four major icefalls
struck. That first icefall swept away a portion of the fixed ropes, engulfing and
killing Rolf Bae, Skog’s husband, who had not quite reached the summit but
waited below to help her down. Without the ropes to support and guide them
in the dark, those still above were now trapped. Skog and Norwegian Lars
Nessa, close behind Bae, made the perilous descent and reached Camp 4 that
night. The leader of the Korean expedition, Kim Jae-soo, and his star climber
Go Mi-sun left the summit later and reached the traverse after the first icefall,
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but were able to descend beyond the damaged end of the ropes. Both reached
Camp 4 that night, Go not until 4:00 a.m. August 2. She survived—to die
a year later on Nanga Parbat. Three Sherpas who had summited, Tshering
Dorje, Pasang Bhote, and Pemba Gyalzen also reached the traverse after the
first icefall, but climbed through, evading some minor icefalls, to reach Camp
4 safely at 1:00 a.m.
	Of the nine persons still above the bottleneck, a few decided to sit out the
night risking hypoxia, hypothermia, and frostbite; others, perhaps unaware
that the ropes were damaged, pressed on down. Hugues D’Aubaréde of
France and his porter Karim Mehrban fell to their deaths trying to descend
above the bottleneck. Cas van de Gevel of the Dutch expedition reached the
traverse after the first icefall, but had heard nothing, and when he reached the
free end of the ropes thought they had merely pulled loose. He descended
successfully, witnessing the fall of D’Aubaréde on the way, and reached
Camp 4 at 2:00 a.m. Three Korean summiters, Kim Hyo-gyeong, Park
Kyeong-hyo, and Hwang Dong-jin, were injured in the second and third
icefalls that night as was their Sherpa, Jumic Bhote. They were killed in a
massive fourth series of icefalls on the morning of August 2, as were Gerald
McDonnell and Pasang Bhote. Pasang, not a summiter, had climbed up to
attempt a rescue. These were the last deaths on the mountain.
	Of course, those striving to mount rescues and those around the world
waiting for information could not assume that the dying was over. On
August 2, the weather was poor: not a great storm, but very cold on the upper
mountain with whiteouts in blowing snow and drifting mist. Marco
Confortola of Italy; Wilco Rooijen, leader of the Dutch expedition; and van
de Gevel, who had reascended to help in the rescue, were out of communication or did not know where they were. All of them now needed help to
descend, and, if they could not muster the strength to stand and walk, would
probably die. The rescue resources available were insufficient to stretcher or
drag them down the steep terrain.
Finally, rescuers found all three and took them to Base Camp, where they
were rehydrated, fed, and treated for frostbite. Confortola was the last to
reach Base Camp on August 5 and to be evacuated to hospital on August 6.
Rooijen and Confortola eventually required crippling amputations on their
feet; van de Gevel suffered badly damaged hands.
Awed and depressed by the tragedies, all expeditions and individual climbers left the mountain as quickly as they could. There were no further ascents
or deaths on K2 in 2008.
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Nepal Himalaya
Pre-Monsoon 2009. March 2009 was the 50th anniversary of the Tibetan
uprising against the Chinese and the subsequent flight of the Dalai Lama to
India. Fearing unrest, Chinese authorities severely limited mountaineering
and tourism in Tibet in March and delayed the issue of visas to climbers
wishing to cross from Nepal to Tibet. Unlike 2008, the limitations did not
disrupt mountaineering in Nepal, but climbers interested in Cho Oyu
(8,201 m) were delayed. (The Normal NW Ridge Route up Cho Oyu lies
mostly in Tibet; even climbers starting from Nepal must have a visa.)
Kazakh Denis Urubko, needing only Cho Oyu to complete his list of all
fourteen 8,000ers, was unwilling to wait. He chose instead to attempt the
SE Face, which is approached directly from Nepal. The face is notoriously
difficult and avalanche prone: the 1978 ascent claim by Austrians Eduard
Koblmüller and Alois Furtner is widely disbelieved, Reinhold Messner
failed to summit in winter of 1982, and a joint expedition by two Korean
groups in autumn 2000 failed with the loss of three Sherpas. Urubko and his
companion Boris Dedisko did some conditioning climbs, then established
their advanced base camp on the Lungsampa Glacier. They started up the
steep and avalanche-prone slope on May 6, alpine style, but always roped
together for mutual support against the avalanches. After four bivouacs, they
left for the summit at 4:30 a.m. on May 11, reached the top at 8:00 p.m.,
then descended to a bivouac at 7,600 m by midnight. They took two more
bivouacs on the way down and reached Base Camp on May 15, spending the
final days without food and under almost continuous avalanches. Urubko calls
the climb the most difficult and dangerous of his career. Thus, he finished his
fourteen in spectacular style. As is now fashionable among the male members
of the all-8,000ers club, he has never used supplementary oxygen on any
of his ascents.
	On Everest (8,848 m), the season was typical, not quite the huge numbers
of 2007, but better than 2008. Total ascents were 458, about equally split
between members and hired; 32 women made the top. There were five deaths:
one Sherpa died in the Khumbu Icefall, the other deaths were from illness—
two from acute mountain sickness (AMS), two not AMS related. Between
1953 and the end of 2009 (there were no ascents or deaths after the spring
season), there had been 4,573 ascents of Everest, 4,320 men and 253 women.
Of these, 154 did not use supplemental oxygen. Since the mountain was first
approached in 1921, there have been about 224 deaths.
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The claiming of minor distinctions continues unabated. For example, YuLung Wu claims to be the “first Taiwanese Aboriginal climber” to ascend
Everest. In the more established distinctions category, Appa Sherpa made his
nineteenth ascent of the mountain. The highest non-Sherpa ascent total goes
to American David Hahn, who has been up eleven times. (On May 25, 2010,
Hahn made his twelfth ascent.)
Everest is a huge mountain with ample room for new routes. There is a
reluctance to grant new-route status to the many possible variations; indeed
the number of accepted routes on Everest proper is less than twenty. South
Korean Park Young-seok tried for a new route on the SW Face and failed
in 2007 and 2008. In spring 2009, he led a major siege-style expedition,
which took 55 days to establish a new route on the face to the left of the 1982
Soviet Route. (At and above Camp 5 [8,348 m], the routes are identical.) The
Koreans made extensive use of Sherpa help in fixing ropes on the climb,
but on the summit day, May 20, 2009, only Park and three other Koreans
topped out.
Kanchenjunga (8,586 m) has not been a ladies’ mountain. Before 2009,
only Ginette Harrison in 1998 (Harrison died on Dhaulagiri a year later)
and Gerlinde Kaltenbrunner in 2006 had reached the top. That is, of the
219 ascents since the first in 1955, just two had been by women. Rather
differently, in 2009 the twenty ascents included three by women—Basque
Edurne Pasaban, Kinga Baranowska of Poland, and Korean Oh Eun-sun.
Admittedly, Oh’s ascent has been disputed, but nobody questions that she got
very high. (See “Climbing All Fourteen 8,000-Meter Peaks” in these notes.)
	In a more exploratory vein, two parties made first ascents of lesser-known
mountains, one that some believed had already been climbed more than 79
years ago. That peak is Dome Kang (7,264 m), about two km south and east of
Jongsang Pk on the border between Nepal and Sikkim. In 1930, Swiss Günter
Oskar Dyhrenfurth led an international expedition to Kanchenjunga. The
expedition failed on Kanchenjunga, but in its closing days, it did make the
first ascent of Jongsang, a 7,462-m peak near the intersection of the borders
of Tibet, Sikkim, and Nepal. On a repeat ascent of Jongsang a few days later,
Dyhrenfurth and his Sherpa Lewa joined a party including F.S. Smythe, who
wrote in The Kangchenjunga Adventure (Gollancz, 1931) that Dyhrenfurth
and Lewa reached the top of Jongsang late in the day, and, “not content
with having climbed the highest summit of the Jonsong [spelled this way in
1931] Peak, his geological enthusiasm had caused him to traverse the ridge to
the lower summit.” No mention of Dome Kang, unnamed in 1930, and
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Dyhrenfurth seems never to have claimed the first ascent. Nevertheless,
for reasons not well understood, he and Lewa have been credited with it
for years.
A Spanish group led by Carlos Soria and Salvador Garcia-Atance took an
interest in Dome Kang, and on an exploratory expedition in 2002 convinced
themselves that the mountain was virgin. The rounded dome about two km
of significant up-and-down climbing from Jongsang could not be the “lower
summit” reached casually for geological reasons late in the day in 1930. The
Spaniards applied for a permit to climb Dome Kang and set about finding a
way over the 5-km-long and 1-km-high mountain ridge barring ascent from
Nepal. In 2004, they retired at 6,500 m on Jongsang SE Face. In 2006, they
retired at 6,700 m, finding conditions too hazardous. Finally in 2009, they
followed a route up a couloir on the SE face of Jongsang to the so-called
Jongsang South Summit II and, from there, reached a plateau at 7,200 m. On
April 28, 2009, Soria, Emilio Lagunilla, and three Sherpas walked for three
hours across the plateau to make the real first ascent of Dome Kang.
The story of Jobo Rinjang (6,781 m), opened for climbing in 2002 and
still unclimbed in 2009 according to the Himalayan Database, is not historical revision, but rather, “What mountain is that?” The uncertainty is not
justified because an accurate delineation of the area has been available since
the issue of the beautiful 1965 map by Erwin Schneider, “Khumbu Himal
(Nepal) 1:50,000. (To follow the confused narrative of peaks and claims, it is
useful to adopt a consistent set of elevations, and I will use those given on the
Schneider map—denoted by m-S in what follows.)
Americans Joe Purnea and David Gottlieb spotted a handsome peak from
the slopes of Kang Nachugo in 2008, which they identified as Jobo Rinjang.
They learned that it was unclimbed, and in April 2009 camped on the Lunag
Glacier just off the well-traveled route to the Nangpa La. After preliminary
conditioning and reconnaissance, they started up the steep ice slope of the
SW Face at 1:00 a.m. on April 21 and bivouacked that day at 11:00 p.m.
Starting late on the next morning they reached the “summit” (actually the
summit of Point 6,777 m-S) at 3:00 p.m. and bivouacked there. Next day,
they tried to traverse a sharp ridge to a higher point about two km to the west
(which they would like to call “Lunag 1”—obviously Point 6,907 m-S), but
found the ridge too dangerous and returned to the bivouac of the previous
night. On April 24, they descended to the glacier by the route of ascent. In
their report to the American Alpine Journal, they claimed the first ascent of
Jobo Rinjang, altitude 6,781 m. The Himalayan Database reported the ascent
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as the climb of the E Pk (6,777 m) of Jobo Rinjang, using Schneider’s elevation, and identified Purnea’s “Lunag 1” as the west and higher summit of Jobo
Rinjang, assigning it an elevation of 6,895 m for reasons unclear.
An international team led by Swiss Stephane Schaffter looked at the area in
autumn 2008, made a try at Pk 6,777 m-S, but quit at 6,050 m—too difficult
and not enough rope. Schaffter returned in autumn 2009 with a larger and
better-equipped party and carried the Schneider Map along. Recognizing that
Purnea and Gottlieb had already climbed Point 6,777 m-S, Schaffter directed
an attempt from the south on the high point to the west, 6,907 m-S—Purnea’s
Lunag 1, but was forced to retreat at 6,800 m by rock fall. Schaffter, Xavier
Carrard, Jerome Haeni, and Guillaume Vallot then made a consolation first
accent of a previously unattempted mountain, Point 6,589 m-S, just to the
SSW on October 22, 2009. In summary: Purnea and Gottlieb made a fine
first ascent of mountain that they would like to call Jobo Rinjang—a desire
not widely supported. The highest peak in the neighborhood, Point 6,907
m-S, remains unclimbed after two attempts.
Why all the fuss about Jobo Rinjang and Dome Kang? The answer is
straightforward: Like all mountaineering, Himalayan mountaineering is best
understood as a game. First ascents of named mountains around 7,000 m
high are important markers in the game. The supply of such markers has
become very limited.
Alpine-style exploits often go awry in the Himalaya. In the very high
mountains the new mantra, “No Sherpas, no supplementary oxygen, no real
camps, and only minimal equipment and food,” is a recipe for disaster when
things go wrong. Consider the alpine-style expedition to Annapurna I (8,091
m) mounted by the experienced Czech mountaineer Martin Minarik in spring
2009. He chose as companions Slovak Jozef Kopold, a good climber with
Himalayan experience, and Elisabeth Revol, the Frenchwoman who made
remarkably fast times on Karakoram 8,000ers in 2008. (See Alpina, Summer/
Fall 2010.) Though the three reached a base camp on the S Annapurna Glacier on March 18 in plenty of time, snow and dangerous conditions on the
Annapurna S Face hampered their acclimatization. When the weather let up
on April 10, Kopold, scheduled to leave Nepal on April 18, decided that he
must quit the expedition.
Minarik and Revol started up on April 11 from a bivouac on the W
Annapurna Glacier with eight days’ food and fuel. Much harassed by snow
and dangerous conditions, they followed a convoluted route involving six
more bivouacs: past Fluted Pk to a plateau east of Glacier Dome, then to
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Annapurna E Ridge at 7,000 m, and over the summit of Roc Noire (7,485 m)
to a point between Roc Noire and Annapurna East Summit.
	On April 19, eight days from the start, they reached Annapurna East
Summit (8,026 m) the eighth team ascent and the first by a woman, and
returned to their previous bivouac for the night, having abandoned hope of
reaching Annapurna I. They were almost out of food and fuel for water, and
Minarik, showing signs of physical and mental deterioration, was moving
very slowly. They continued to another former bivouac on April 20, but then
decided to descend by the other (perhaps safer) side of the ridge. On April 21,
Revol crossed over to the NE Face of Glacier Dome, losing sight of Minarik,
who did not follow her that day. On April 22, she thought she saw him far
behind coming down the NE Face of Glacier Dome. Revol descended to the
glacier and a lodge that day and on the morning of April 23 reached Manang,
where she arranged for help. Helicopter and ground searches found no traces
of Minarik.
April 10, the day he left the expedition, Kopold went to Annapurna Lodge
to try for a quick ascent of the unclimbed “prow” or pillar on the ESE Face
of Annapurna South (7,219 m). The line runs directly up to a point on the
ridge near the probably unclimbed N Pk of Annapurna South (7,010 m). He
had little knowledge of the previous climbing history of Annapurna South,
but knew that his proposed route had been tried unsuccessfully twice before.
He assembled minimal gear and supplies for an alpine-style solo, dried meat
and energy bars, a stove, a duvet, and 40 m of light rope—no sleeping bag,
tent or bivouac sack, and no extra clothing. At 7:00 p.m., he left the lodge and
started up the route. He found difficult terrain in the dark before midnight,
and thought he might have to retreat but persevered and by dawn reached a
steep rock band. Above that point, conditions deteriorated again as the sun
began to melt the ice and snow. Finally, at 3:20 p.m. on August 11, Kopold
reached the ridge top (a possible first ascent of the N Pk).
Kopold first planned to traverse to the E Ridge of the main peak and
descend the ridge toward Hiunchuli, but the ridge looked too long and dangerous, so he went on to the top of Annapurna S. From there, he climbed
back to a col and began—now in the dark of the night of April 11–12—to
descend directly toward the lodge. He fell into a crevasse, but was caught
by a snow bench, made a self-rescue, and reached the Annapurna Lodge at
3:00 a.m.—to find it closed. He pushed on to his base camp for food, water,
and sleep at 5:00 a.m.—34 hours from his start.
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Autumn 2009. Andrew Houseman and Nicholas Bullock of the United
Kingdom made the first ascent of the N Face of Ramtang Chang (6,802 m)
north of Kanchenjunga. The only previous ascent was an unauthorized climb
from the west in 1974 by Anton Skarja’s Yugoslavian expedition. The Britons
made the climb in alpine style, no fixed camps, fixed ropes, or Sherpas. From
a bivouac on the glacier below the N Face at 4,900 m, they started up on
October 29, making three higher bivouacs on the face. On the summit day,
November 1, they started at 7:00 a.m. to reach the W Ridge through “snow
flutings,” then the summit at noon, enjoying there the first direct sunshine
since the start of the climb. They returned to the 4,900 m bivouac on November 2 with one bivouac on the way.
Also in November, and in similar Spartan style, Japanese Fumitaka
Ichimura and Genki Narumi made a novel traverse of Tawoche (6,495 m) in
the Khumbu. With no fixed camps and carrying all of their gear with them,
the pair started from a bivouac at 4,930 m on the Tsho Glacier below the N
Face on November 25, bivouacked twice more on the icy face, and reached the
summit November 28. They descended the S Face to bivouac again at 6,000
m that day. On November 29, they traversed to the E Face and descended
to Pheriche.
Much easier was the Japanese knock-off of the recently opened Samdo
(6,335 m) a peak in the Manaslu Himal on the Tibetan border. The mountain
was opened in 2003, and there had been one previous attempt by a Frenchman and his porter in spring 2009. The Japanese team of six led by Yusuke
Kuramoto trekked up the Marsiandi River, then the Buri Gandaki and set
up a base camp at 4,330 m on the Sonam glacier on September 11. They then
established two higher camps on the NNE Ridge (the border with Tibet).
From Camp 2 at 5,600 m, all members set off for the summit at 4:15 a.m. on
September 20, and all reached the top by 10:20 a.m. and returned to Camp 2.
“Good snow and not a sharp ridge.”

Climbing All Fourteen 8,000-Meter Peaks
Finally in 2010, more than 23 years after Reinhold Messner founded this most
prestigious, most exclusive, and most dangerous of all peakbagging clubs,
women gained full membership. There are two female claimants, albeit with
some sticky questions over what constitutes a full ascent. (Not a novel feature
in the history of membership controversies in this very limited club.) A third
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woman has thirteen unquestioned ascents and could make her fourteenth
this year.
Apparently first past the post was diminutive South Korean Oh Eun-sun
with her ascent of Annapurna from the north on April 27, 2010—nearly
thirteen years after her first 8,000er, Gasherbrum II on July 17, 1997. No
question about the final ascent; her TV cameraman immortalized the event
as she literally crawled the last few feet and then sprang erect to wave the
Korean flag. However, supporters of her closest competitor, Basque Edurne
Pasaban, have suggested that Oh’s 2009 climb of Kanchenjunga did not reach
the top.
Pasaban entered the 2010 climbing season with two 8,000ers to go,
Annapurna and Shisha Pangma. She climbed Annapurna, also from the north,
on April 17—ten days before Oh. Pasaban then moved to Shisha Pangma,
where she summited on May 17, 2010, by the Central Traverse to the E Ridge.
Pasaban has long been the leading woman contender for all fourteen, and was
blind-sided when Oh claimed four 8,000-meter peaks in 2009—Kanchenjunga, Dhaulagiri, Nanga Parbat, and Gasherbrum I.
When pictured together, the pair seems to epitomize unfair competition—
the tall and handsome Pasaban, a graduate engineer with a master’s degree
in business seems to tower over the retiring Oh, who is 5 feet 1 inch and
weighs 110 pounds. But they share a remarkable drive to achieve their goals
and an equally remarkable physical strength at high altitude. Both have used
supplementary oxygen on only two of their climbs. Neither is young—Pasaban
36 and Oh 44—and both have lived through the cruelty of high-altitude
mountaineering. Oh carried with her to the summit of Annapurna a photo of
her friend Go Mi-sun, who died in 2009 in a fall on her descent from Nanga
Parbat. In 2004, Pasaban reached the summit of K2 accompanied by fellow
Basque Juanito Oiarzabal very late in the day. (Oiarzabal was along just to
help—he had been up before.) They made it back down in the dark—Pasaban
to a tent on the shoulder, Oiarzabal to an open bivouac a little higher. Pasaban
lost two toes to frostbite, Oiarzabal all of his. Both Oh and Pasaban have had
to become full-time professional mountaineers—collecting 8,000-m peaks is
expensive. Pasaban is supported by Al Filo de lo Imposible (At the Edge of the
Impossible, named for a Spanish TV show), and Oh is sponsored by Black
Yak, a Korean outdoor clothing and equipment company.
	Oh and Pasaban claimed Kanchenjunga by the SW Face route in 2009
twelve days apart. Both had trouble; Oh and her Sherpas encountered cold
and snow at the top, and Pasaban used emergency oxygen on the descent.
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Oh’s pictures are obscure and show rock that is not present at the very top.
Some of her accompanying Sherpas’ statements are conflicting. Pasaban’s
supporters claim that Oh turned back well below the summit. As these notes
are written, the debate is in the hands of Elizabeth Hawley, the doyenne of
those who keep the count. Hawley’s (and Richard Salisbury’s) Himalayan
Database marks summit claims in three categories—no mark (presumed
OK), “disputed or unverified,” and “unrecognized” (we don’t believe it). Oh’s
climb was originally unmarked but was demoted to “a matter under dispute”
in a Hawley note on June 5, 2010.
There is no official agency empowered to decide who has and who has
not climbed an 8,000er; however, it is instructive to consider the case of Alan
Hinkes, who claimed all fourteen after his ascent of Kanchenjunga in 2005.
In his list of fourteen, he included the ascent of Cho Oyo in 1990. Hawley
declared the climb “unrecognized” in 1996. Hinkes refused to reascend the
relatively easy Cho Oyo, and he remains at thirteen on everyone’s list to this
day. Oh has said that she has no plans to try Kanchenjunga again.
Austrian Gerlinde Kaltenbrunner climbed Everest for her thirteenth on
May 24, 2010, and has K2 still to go. She climbs with her husband, Ralf Djumovits, who finished his fourteen on May 20, 2009, and she seems likely to
be the next female member.
The men, though somewhat overshadowed by the female side, have not
been inactive. There are now twenty male full members. Added since our last
note in this space are João Garcia of Portugal, who climbed Annapurna from
the north on April 17, 2010—on the same day and same route as Pasaban. He
has never used supplementary oxygen on any of his climbs. In a monument to
perseverance, Piotr Pustelnik of Poland finally reached the top of Annapurna
on April 27, 2010, shortly before Oh. Pustelnik began his 8,000er list in
1993 and has had particular trouble with Annapurna: two attempts on the S
Face, one on the long E Ridge, one on the NW Face, and finally success on
approximately the 1950 route from the North. Dennis Urubko’s final climb,
on Cho Oyo June 11, 2009 (previously reported here), was a new route and
something of an epic. See “Nepal Himalaya” earlier in these notes.
—Jeffery Parrette
Alpina Editor
Acknowledgments. These notes are based in part on accounts in Mountain Info
and the American Alpine Journal. The use of the valuable reference sources The
Himalayan Database and 8,000ers.com as well as Graham Bowley’s No Way
Down is also gratefully acknowledged.
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The Last Word About Fox (Maybe)
Where is the fox now?
Somewhere, doing his life’s work, which is
living his life.
How many more foxes has he made for the earth?
Many, many.
How many rabbits has he caught so far?
Many, many, many.
This doesn’t sound very important.
What’s of importance? Scalping mountains or
fishing for oil?
I would argue with you about that.
Ah, you have never heard of the meek and what is
to become of them?
What’s meek about eating rabbits?
It’s better than what’s happening to the
mountains and the ocean.
You know, there’s only one thing to say. I think
you’re a little crazy.
I thank the Lord.
Mary Oliver

MARY OLIVER has published more than a dozen volumes of poetry, as well as
works of imaginative prose and poetry instruction. The Truro Bear and Other Adventures (Beacon) was published in October 2008. Evidence (Beacon) was published in
April 2009. Her most recent book, Swan: Poems and Prose Poems (Beacon), appeared
in September 2010. She is also the editor of The Best American Essays 2009. Oliver is a
frequent contributor to Appalachia.
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News and Notes
The Feds Vote: Mount Reagan Is Out, Mount Clay Is In
Mount Clay, the 5,533-foot summit in the Presidential range
of the White Mountains of New Hampshire, will not be renamed Mount
Reagan after former President Ronald Reagan, at least not on federal maps.
The decision from the U.S. Board of Geographic Names came on May 13,
2010, in a vote of eleven to keep Mount Clay with one abstention.
The change has been in the air since June 2003, when the state of New
Hampshire voted to change the name in response to a campaign promoted
by the Ronald Reagan Legacy Project. But a name change cannot become
permanent on U.S. Geographic Survey maps until five years after the named
person’s death, and after a vote by the federal names board, the board said.
Reagan died on June 5, 2004.
The Appalachian Mountain Club had petitioned the names board to consider all of the difficulties of changing a name in a remote location. Susan
Arnold, the AMC director of conservation, wrote in a letter, “We urge the
Board to weigh the possible costs, primarily in safety, but also more prosaically in the costs of signage and other changes that would need to occur to
implement such a name change.”
AMC Cartographer Larry Garland, also in a letter to the names board,
reported that he knew of no local use of the name Mount Reagan, which is
one criterion the board requires before it changes a name on federal maps.
“To date, there is no local identification of this peak as Mount Reagan,” he
wrote. “To our knowledge, there is not a single sign, kiosk, map, or other
instrument using the name Mount Reagan rather than Mount Clay. Other
than in the context of a proposed name change, we have not heard of anyone
referring to this peak as Mount Reagan.”
Sources: New Hampshire Public Radio, U.S. Geographic Names Board, AMC

Mountain Culture Explodes on the Gaspe Peninsula
I’m clipped into an anchor built of ice screws, hanging high on an ice-climbing
route overlooking the St. Lawrence Seaway on the coast of Quebec’s Gaspe
Peninsula, a region known as Gaspésie. Farther south in the Appalachian
Mountains, outdoor adventure seekers joyfully head into the mountains in
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With no evidence of local usage for "Mount Reagan," this peak is still Mount Clay.

JERRY

AND MARCY MONKMAN

great numbers. Not here. On a classic route such as Corneille—which might
have a queue a mile long in a place such as New Hampshire or Vermont—my
climbing partner and I are alone. That’s because in the Gaspésie, mountain
recreation is a relatively recent phenomenon.
Historically, residents looked to the mountains, forests, and sea for their
livelihood and sustenance through fishing, hunting, and logging. They don’t
consider the mountains a place for recreation. The native Micmac name for
these mountains, Chic-Chocs, means “impenetrable wall.” They were not a
place people ventured. Climbers from beyond the region have, until recently,
overlooked this vast, mountainous peninsula, but the Gaspésie has some of the
best backcountry skiing and ice climbing in all of eastern North America.
The centerpiece of this mountain landscape is a series of three contiguous
protected areas: Matane Wildlife Reserve, Parc National de la Gaspésie,
commonly known as Gaspésie Provincial Park, and Chic-Chocs Wildlife
Reserve. They are stunning. Through them runs the international extension
of the Appalachian Trail. It is a wild, alpine environment, home to the highest
concentration of moose in Quebec, as well as a small resident caribou herd
that is the only remaining herd in eastern North American south of the St.
Lawrence, and the last surviving remnant of a once-larger herd that ranged as
far south as northern New England.
Just within the last decade or so, the Gaspésie has undergone a mountain
culture revolution. Compared with New Hampshire’s White Mountains or
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Vermont’s Green Mountains, which have had a robust mountain culture for
the better part of a century or more, some might say it’s about time.
Skiing: Capped by Monts Logan, Albert, and Jacques-Cartier (plus a long
list of other peaks), the Gaspésie is home to abundant snowfall (including
Rocky Mountain–like powder), glacially carved cirques and bowls, and glorious glades. The Gite du Mont Albert, a mountain lodge run by SEPAQ,
Quebec’s provincial park system, has been around for more than 60 years.
That apparently wasn’t enough to attract the crowds. The 1980s saw Heli Ski
Gaspésie, a heli-skiing operation that tried to get off the ground, literally and
figuratively. However, the region’s average 208 days of precipitation and 121
days of snowfall kept the chopper grounded, and HSG failed.
Then, in the late 1990s, a succession of events unfolded to finally put the
Gaspésie on the map, starting with a slowly growing base of die-hard backcountry skiers who’d heard rumors of the ski conditions. (When Meathead
Films, a Vermont-based adventure ski film company that shoots exclusively in
the East, wants to get big mountain shots, it often comes to the Gaspésie.)
	In 1999, the Center d’Avalanche de la Haute Gaspésie formed in response
to a growing need for backcountry avalanche safety, understanding, weather
forecasts, and conditions reports. One year later, the region’s first two

The Ski Chic-Chocs operation deposits skiers on a ridge overlooking the adjacent Gaspésie
Provincial Park. PETER BRONSKI
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recreational avalanche fatalities occurred within the span of a single week.
Director Dominic Boucher saw it as a tragic sign of the need for his new center. In 2005, the center hosted its first avalanche awareness weekend. In 2006,
100 people attended. By 2010, that number grew to more than 400.
Just as the avalanche center was getting off the ground, in fall 2001, SEPAQ
wanted to create a four-season destination ecolodge in the mountains. By
Spring 2002, it had chosen a site, set within a designated 60-square-kilometer
corner of the Matane Wildlife Reserve. Construction on the multimilliondollar facility began in summer 2004, and in December 2005, the first guests
arrived. During winter, guided backcountry skiing is the most popular
attraction.
Then, 2006 saw the advent of Ski Chic-Chocs, which offers guided Snow
Cat skiing. Two years later, Montreal native Giovanni Mancini launched
Vallee Taconique, with snowmobile-assisted backcountry skiing outside of
Mont Saint-Pierre. Murdochville, in the heart of the Gaspésie, is home to
Club de Ski Mont Miller, the sole lift-served skiing of note in the region.
Ice climbing: Ice climbing in the Gaspésie has undergone a similarly recent
renaissance. Most of the new routes went up in the 1980s, and especially the
1990s, long after other mountain ranges in North America had experienced
their own mountain recreation revolutions. “Old-timers” in the Gaspésie
include guys such as Stephane Lapierre, a physics instructor in his early 40s
at a local college in Matane. He literally wrote the book on ice climbing in
the Gaspésie. Francois Roy is another area pioneer and the founder of Vertigo
Adventures, which is the region’s only ice climbing guide service.
These climbers aren’t getting any younger. As they age, the Gaspésie risks
losing its collective knowledge and experience, which would be tragic, considering the sheer number of stellar climbs here. “We have both a quantity
and quality of ice climbing routes,” Julie Ruest, a local climber, told me, “but
no people.”
Again, that is changing. Daniel Brillant, a young, twenty-something
climber and guide (who also holds a degree in adventure tourism from the
college in Gaspe), is the son of Yvan, who climbed alongside Lapierre, Roy,
and others. Brillant is the face of Rimouski-based Les Grimpeurs de l’Est (The
Climbers of the East), a cadre of young climbers inheriting the torch from the
“old guard.”
Summer: A network of high-country huts caters to hikers. There’s not
much rock climbing, mostly because of the poor rock quality in many places.
But canyoneering and sea kayaking are popular, with Eskamer Aventure,
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a guide service, offering excursions in both activities. Meanwhile, places
such as the Sea Shack/Auberg Festive in St. Anne-des-Montes and Au
Chic-Chac in Murdochville offer hostel-like accommodations to young,
adventurous travelers.
And of course, the International AT weaves its way through the mountains
and valleys and along the coastline en route to Cap Gaspe, the end of the
peninsula. For most long-distance hikers, the northern terminus of the 2,175mile AT, which stretches from Georgia to Maine, is the summit of Katahdin
in Baxter State Park. Since 1937, when the trail was first completed, more than
10,000 people have reportedly completed the thru-hike.
The International AT arose in the mid-1990s. Stretching some 1,400
additional miles from Maine through New Brunswick and Quebec, it finally
reaches its end in Newfoundland. But as it threads a route through the
Gaspésie, perched between the St. Lawrence Seaway and the Atlantic Ocean,
it follows the spine of the Chic-Chocs and McGerrigle Mountains. Since
1997, when the International AT was first thru-hiked, 86 known people have
made the trip from Katahdin to Cap Gaspe.
	In short, the Gaspésie’s summer evolution runs parallel to the winter
season. Mountain culture and recreation are young and unfolding as I
write this.
	Not that the Gaspésie is without its growing pains. For example, as Francois
Boulanger, the general manager of the Gite du Mont Albert, told me, the
region still has a disorganized system for mountain search and rescue. Despite
a growth in local lodging options, there are still no local gear shops. The rule
of thumb remains “bring what you need,” plus spares or the tools and parts to
fix things, a broken ski binding, maybe, or the pick on a technical ice tool.
Even so, Quebec as a province, and Gaspésiens as a people, see
tourism—and especially mountain recreation—as the region’s economic
future. The Quebec government is keen on attracting non-Quebecois to the
mountains of the Gaspésie. Quebec tries to attract outdoor explorers active
in the spots prominent in the Gaspésie, who live far enough away for the
Gaspésie to feel exotic, but who live close enough to make a trip north
reasonably easy to undertake. In this way, you and I have a chance not just to
ski, climb, and hike in the Gaspésie, but to become a part of the unfolding
mountain culture there.
—Peter Bronski
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AMC Receives Grant from Waterman Fund
The Appalachian Mountain Club was awarded a grant from the Waterman
Alpine Research Fund for an Alpine PlantCam Network. The project’s first
season seeks to supplement existing citizen science projects of the Mountain
Watch program through close monitoring of phenological plant development of targeted alpine and forest species. The project will station cameras at
existing permanent phenology monitoring plots through the White Mountains. The cameras are designed to take images of plants incrementally over
time, generating movies of alpine plant flowering and berry development,
providing a quality-control check of simultaneous citizen data collection,
and improving the consistency and accuracy of data collection during key
flower development transition times. The program ties into the larger goals
of the AMC Mountain Watch and Adopt-A-Peak component in using, educating, and furthering stewardship with local communities and volunteers,
and increasing knowledge of mountain ecosystems, particularly given global
climate change issues.
The fund gave out a total of $14,000 in project funding to four nonprofit
organizations. The other recipients were the Wildlife Conservation Society
Adirondack Program of Saranac Lake, New York, for an alpine moss map;
the Beyond Ktaadn Project (sponsored by Walden Woods Project) of Concord, Massachusetts, which is exploring, studying, and conserving the alpine
summits and wilderness of eastern North America; and the Green Mountain
Club of Waterbury Center, Vermont, for new informational signs on Mount
Mansfield, Camel’s Hump, Mount Abraham, and Mount Hunger.
Source: Waterman Fund Press Release
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Research
Botanical Surveys Reveal Effects of Land-Use Plans
at Three Mile Island Camp
For a century, scientists have conducted botanical surveys
at the Appalachian Mountain Club’s Three Mile Island Camp and two adjacent
islands on Lake Winnipesaukee, New Hampshire. In 2009, in preparation for
a resampling on the islands later this year, we examined the sample plots
data from 2001, but using the bootstrapping technique, in which a computer
program portrays trends, saving months of calculations. We found that in
areas where management plans went into effect before 1978, the number of
species increased significantly until the 1990s. After this, the number of species
remained constant. As scientists and naturalists prepare to do a resampling on
these islands in 2011, our review suggests that land-use management plans
would be a good policy for other facilities to consider.
Lake Winnipesaukee has 253 islands, but in this paper, we focus on the
vegetation of three of them: Blueberry, Hawk’s Nest, and Three Mile islands.
In 1900, the AMC established a new permanent camp on Three Mile Island.
By the early 1970s, the camp had grown, and the club members realized
that they ought to consider restricting some activities. This led to the implementation of a land-use plan in 1973.
The plan is ecological in nature and was derived from a compartment
model of the basic kinds of environment required by humans (adapted from
Odum, 1969). Holland et al. (1983) classified land on the AMC-owned islands
into four major categories: protective (generally undeveloped with unusual
vegetation or natural formations), compromise (with some shoreline buildings), productive (with wildlife habitat and forests, some harvested for firewood), and urban (built-up areas) (Maciejowski et al., 1981).
Appalachia has reported on botanical surveys conducted at the AMC’s
Three Mile Island Camp (Kelsey, 1902, 1903; Richards, 1910; Pease, 1911;
Wilde, 1921; Hartmann, 1941; Maciejowski et al., 1981). The AMC Programs
Department initiated quantitative studies of changes in plants on Three Mile
Island in 1978, but shortly after these studies started, budget constraints cut
the Programs Department. The island’s Camp Oversight Committee committed to continue support of the studies. Data were gathered and compiled
from the understory herbaceous and woody vascular plant species, along with
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woody overstory species, found in 25 long-term monitoring plots on three
islands the AMC owned or managed on the lake. The three islands were sampled in the central portion of Lake Winnipesaukee in 1978, again in 1991, and
most recently in 2001.

Question
Our assumption was that the number of plant species (species richness) would
increase in the two lightly managed zones (protective and compromise) over
the sampling period, and species richness in the two more heavily managed
(productive and urban) zones would remain constant.

Materials and Methods
Quantitative sampling of the canopy, shrub, and herb strata of the islands’
mixed deciduous-coniferous forest was initiated in the summer of 1978 and
repeated during 1991 and 2001 (Maciejowski et al., 1981; Holland and Sorrie,
1989). The sample unit for each island was a circle, which was easy to mark
and relocate after a period of time; only the center of a circle need be marked
with a white or orange pin, and at any later point in time, only two coordinates are needed to relocate the point. The researchers studied 25 identical
overstory circles each with diameters of 34 meters randomly sampled on the
three islands. They randomly sampled 10 smaller plots within each of the
circles to sample the forest understory—for a total of 250 understory plots to
track the presence and abundance of herbaceous species.
Then, also using a bootstrapping resampling technique, the team summarized the number of species in the forest overstory for each of the four
land-use zones. This technique is commonly used throughout the biological
sciences to visualize trends over time. It involved pooling the data within each
year and zone; for example, one data pool contained data from the protective
plots assessed in 1978. Then, N samples were randomly selected with replacement from a given data pool where N equals the number of circular plots
within a given land-use zone. The researchers then calculated and recorded
the mean of the N samples and repeated the procedure for each measurement
year and land-use zone combination through 10,000 iterations using @Risk
software within Microsoft Excel. The frequency distributions of the 10,000
generated means are presented as probability density plots and cumulative
frequency curves (Clapham et al., 2009).
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Results
Overall, species numbers increased from the earliest sampling to the more
recent. The increase in total overstory species in the protective and compromise zones between 1978 and 1991 was significant and was very likely the result
of the implementation of the land-use plan (Clapham et al., 2009). There
were no other significant differences in the total overstory species in any of
the other land-use zones during the periods 1978–1991, 1991, and 2001.
The number of understory species increased significantly in every zone
between 1978 and 1991 (Clapham et al., 2009). No difference in species richness was captured by the data from 1991 through 2001. The difference in
magnitude of change between the two periods may be the result of the implementation of the new land-use plan having the most effect early (between
1978 and 1991) and the land-use zones approaching equilibrium in the later
period (1991 and 2001).

Conclusion
These data show that the mean number of species and their standard deviations increased on all three islands in both understory and overstory during
the three sampling periods. This increase in species richness may be attributed
to a combination of natural succession (including blowdowns and lightning
strikes) and the implementation of a land-use management plan on all three
islands. Use of a similar land-use management plan at other AMC facilities
could assist in achieving “greener” goals.
—William M. Clapham, Marjorie M. Holland, and Jay D. Maciejowski
For a full list of resources cited in this article, see outdoors.org/appalachia.

WILLIAM M. CLAPHAM works for the USDA-ARS Appalachian Farming Systems
Research Center in Beaver, West Virginia. MARJORIE M. HOLLAND is a professor
in the biology department at the University of Mississippi. JAY D. MACIEJOWSKI
is a forester for the Vermont Department of Forests, Parks and Recreation in the
Agency of Natural Resources in Springfield, Vermont.
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Top of the Ridge
Climbing through spring snow in Granville
State Forest, we listen for bird song.
In the wands of a sapling cherry at the top
of the ridge a warbler’s empty nest.
We stop on the talused trail—fresh snow
covers our tracks from two weeks ago.
At cliff’s edge, crystals of wind-scattered
rime blown through clusters of browned
sweet fern, patches of pinweed,
the pale rose of matchstick moss.
Wally Swist

WALLY SWIST has published seventeen books and chapbooks of poetry, including
Luminous Dream (FutureCycle Press, 2010), the finalist for the 2010 FutureCycle
Poetry Book Award. A short biographical documentary film regarding his work,
In Praise of the Earth, was released by filmmaker Elizabeth Wilda (WildArts, 2008).
He has also published a scholarly monograph, The Friendship of Two New England
Poets, Robert Frost and Robert Francis (The Edwin Mellen Press, 2009).
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Books of Note
Book Excerpt:
Peaks and Paths: A Century of the Randolph
Mountain Club
By Judith Maddock Hudson
Randolph, New Hampshire:
Randolph Mountain Club, 2010
266 pages. ISBN: 978-0-615-33155-3.
Price: $29.95 (hardcover)
Editor’s note: In June 2010, the Randolph Mountain Club published Judith
Hudson’s history of the paths and personalities of the northern peaks of the White
Mountains of New Hampshire. The following excerpt is composed of two sections
from the book’s first chapter, “The Pathmakers: Exploration and Trail Building,
1870s–1900.”
There was little lounging on the piazza in good weather in the old days. Early
in the morning, everybody, in costumes as simple as they were suitable, with
a not cumbersome lunch in a paper bag, armed with bill-hook or hatchet,
measuring tape and compass, set out for the mountains. Everybody, under the
inspiration and guidance of Mr. Peek or Mr. Cook or Madame Pychowska,
became pathfinders and path makers.
—George Nelson Cross

Gordon & Starr King. The first explorations of the northern peaks started
around 1851,1 when hardy walkers engaged mountain guides to take them up
Mounts Madison, Adams, and Jefferson. James Gordon of Gorham was the
most sought-after guide, and in 1857, he led the 26-year old Reverend Thomas
Starr King’s party on the first documented ascent of the headwall of the ravine
now named for King.
	Starr King, a Unitarian Universalist minister in Boston and later in San
Francisco, had a brilliant career as preacher, fiery lecturer, and abolitionist.
For the decade 1850–1860, he vacationed in the White Mountains, spending
1

The year in which the railroad came to Gorham.
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nine summers in Gorham. He wrote extensively about the transcendental
beauties of the mountains; these letters were printed in the Boston Evening
Transcript and eventually published in book form. His account in the rapturous prose of the day is drawn from that volume, The White Hills:
How often, in riding along the road in Randolph, where its lines of lifted forest
subside into the verdure of the valley, have I looked with longing up to its sheer
and sharp-edged walls,—and farther up to its smooth-faced ledges blazing
like mirrors with sunshine upon their moisture,—up to the curving rampart
that unites the two sides of the chasm, and supports the mountain’s rocky
spire! There, I have said to myself, the very spirit of the hills is concentrated.
Yet the ravine was generally believed to be unscalable. No guide or
hunter could tell what attractions it concealed. . . . No party, so far as we
could learn, had ever been through it. But Mr. Gordon, who is as much
at home in the woods as a bear, and who gets along without a compass in
their thickets, by having the instinct of a bee, was ready and anxious to take
charge of any person or company that would try to explore and scale it.
Both its sides, its upper plateau, and its far-retreating wall looked full
upon us in shadow so gloomy, as if the old mountain was making one
last and crowning effort to frighten us from our enterprise, and save his
savage chasm from desecration by human feet. . . . Three hours slipped
away quickly, while we were mounting the stony stairs of this unvisited
rivulet that drains the sides of the ravine,—although we had stumbled,
and tested the coldness of its tide in other ways than by drinking, and,
for a great portion of the way, carried our boots full of its liquid ice.
We could not but look with admiration at the quiet and business-like
air and movements of Mr. Gordon, as he went to work with his axe upon
a great tree, felled it, chopped the trunk into two huge logs, stretched
them out before our rude tent, and kindled between them a noble fire.
It was my first experience of “camping out.” I hope it will not be the last.
From . . . just above the line of high trees, it seemed as though we could
reach the summit of the ridge [in] two hours. But here we found the greatest
difficulty of the whole excursion . . . the bottom of the ravine was rather a
gradually retreating stairway of enormous boulders. . . . The huge rocks were
piled in the most eccentric confusion; crevasses, sometimes twenty and thirty
feet deep and spanned with moss, lay in wait for the feet; thickets of scrub
spruces and junipers overgrew these boulders, and made the most sinewy
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opposition to our passage. Every muscle of our bodies was called into play in
fighting these dwarfed and knotty regiments of evergreen.2

The party arrived at the top of the headwall, having climbed six hours from
the previous night’s campsite on the ravine floor. King rhapsodized further
on their surroundings:
The last few rods of the passage out of the ravine led us up a narrow and
smooth gateway, quite steep, and carpeted with grass. We sat some time in
it, looking at the rocky desolation and horror just about us, balanced by the
lovely lines into which the verdure of the western ramparts was broken,—not
knowing what a splendid view was in reserve for us when we should step out
onto the ridge.3

Gordon guided many other parties on the northern peaks during these years.
He is credited with having made a path, around 1860, to the summit of Madison, a route that probably was not much more than a string of blazes that he
alone could interpret rather than an actual cleared path.4
The Civil War slowed the parade of tourists to northern New Hampshire,
but the pace of tourism picked up again in the 1870s.5 Mount Washington
was still the main drawing card for visitors, but, like Starr King, a few intrepid
explorers found summer lodgings with Randolph farm families such as the
Watsons, the Kelseys, and the Howkers. Randolph’s new summer residents
enlisted the services of local men as guides, among them Hubbard Hunt and
Charles E. Lowe.
This book is available through the Randolph Mountain Club’s website,
randolphmountainclub.org.

Thomas Starr King, The White Hills: Their Legends, Landscape, and Poetry. Boston: Crosby,
Nichols, Lee, 1860, pp. 352–359.
3
Starr King, pp. 360–361.
4
By 1883, it was nearly obliterated and had been replaced by other paths. Lucia Pychowska,
“Randolph,” Appalachia, 3, p. 217 (1883).
5
See Guy and Laura Waterman, Forest & Crag. Boston: Appalachian Mountain Club, 1989,
pp. 79–87.
2
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Best Backcountry Skiing
in the Northeast
By David Goodman
Boston: Appalachian Mountain Club Books, 2010
352 pages. ISBN: 978-1-934028-14-8.
Price: $19.95 (paperback)
It’s late February, and the weather
prognosticators are predicting snow—lots of it.
You’ve got a day off or two just following the predicted dump, and you want to spend a day playing in the backcountry
on your skis, but you’re sick of your usual haunts. You need something
different. Reach for this book. If you are not rewarded with memories of
past trips on the routes described within, then you will be treated to new
possibilities for future adventures.
David Goodman’s book is still the bible. His first edition (showing a skier
with arms way up, wearing navy polypropylene with white sleeve stripes)
was a classic. The second edition (arms down a bit, crouching more, wearing
a breathable parka) added snowboarding, and stretched into two volumes.
This third edition returns to the one-volume format to cover New England
and New York State. Goodman muses in the preface on the changes he’s seen
since he wrote the original back in the late 1980s. Every route has changed,
and some have deteriorated to the point where Goodman no longer feels they
qualify as classics. But the list is still a rich one, offering tours for backcountry
skiers of any ability.
Goodman updates his route descriptions. Most are still here, and a few
have been added. He added a special section for the Tuckerman Ravine skier
and updated the beginning sections on clothing, equipment, mountaineering
skills, and avalanches.
	One of the real treats is Goodman’s sense of history. He will help all backcountry skiers understand where they fit in the short history of skiing in the
Northeast. Don’t make the mistake of only reading route descriptions. Be
sure to read the first chapter, “The Northeastern Renaissance,” and you will
understand the tradition.
The tour descriptions have been grouped into regions within each state,
an improvement over previous editions, in which you had to scan a long list
of tours. The route descriptions continue to summarize key information such
as length, elevation (he does the math to give you the vertical gain and loss),
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maps to use, and difficulty. The “How to Get There” section for each tour
now contains GPS information for the trailhead.
The most striking additions are the new opportunities for skiers in Maine.
The book covers the Maine huts and trails routes near Flagstaff Lake and
the lodge-to-lodge tours in the 100-Mile Wilderness. Although some purists might not consider these hut-to-hut tours to be true backcountry routes
because they are on groomed trails, I, for one, appreciate that they will be
there when my body can’t handle trips to, for instance, the 10th Mountain
Division huts in Colorado.
	I’m adding this one to my library and hoping it will get as much use and
enjoyment as its predecessors.
—Carl Demrow

Quiet Water New Hampshire and Vermont, 3rd Edition
By John Hayes and Alex Wilson
Boston: Appalachian Mountain Club Books, 2010
336 pages. ISBN:978-1-934028-35-3.
Price: $19.95 (paperback)
Guess what: The Green Mountain and
Granite states don’t just boast some of the best
whitewater paddling in the Northeast; they also
offer tranquil lakes, placid ponds, and gently flowing
rivers ideal for poking around in or fishing from
canoes and kayaks.
	In the third edition of Quiet Water New Hampshire and Vermont, authors
John Hayes and Alex Wilson update and expand a guide that originally
contained 63 entries into a more comprehensive volume now featuring
95 suggested itineraries.
Additions include Long Pond in Westmore, Vermont; the lower section of
the Poultney River where it flows into Lake Champlain; and Mountain Brook
Reservoir in Jaffrey, New Hampshire.
The authors also combined several itineraries outlined in previous edition,
appended others, and, as they note, “rechecked all bodies of water to make
sure that new development had not crowded the shores.”
	In addition, the new edition includes global positioning system coordinates to put-ins, a feature that increasingly tech-savvy outdoor enthusiasts
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should appreciate but that inevitably may cause old-time purists to grumble
about “the good old days” when they relied on compasses and topographical maps. GPS devices can prevent wandering around looking for a fork,
although it’s not much fun when the battery or signal dies. As always, it’s best
never to rely on just one form of navigational aid.
Anyway, the third edition adheres to the same standards of excellence associated with Appalachian Mountain Club publications: detailed descriptions,
easy-to-read maps, appealing photographs, well-researched routes, and lots of
other helpful and interesting information.
—Steve Fagin

Southern New Hampshire Trail Guide, 3rd Edition
Compiled and edited by Steven D. Smith and Gene Daniell
Boston: Appalachian Mountain Club Books, 2010
252 pages. ISBN 978-1-934028-23-0. Price: $23.95 (paperback)
This guide has informed any know-it-all you might find roaming
one of the 25 trails covering the massive but relatively low Mount Monadnock
in Jaffrey, New Hampshire. Like me. Earlier editions taught me that its bare
rocks are the result of forest fires, not natural history.
Before the late 1990s, the region this book covers formed a subsection
of the AMC White Mountain Guide. The expanding and newly blazed trails
south of Lake Winnipesaukee couldn’t fit in the guide anymore. This one
is nearly comprehensive, although some trails I hike, like the Wapack, are
described with broad-brush strokes; you’ll really want to buy a small guide
published by the Friends of the Wapack.
Unlike the White Mountain Guide, this book covers a very wide
geographic area, so there is not a map for everything. The single folded map
in the back flap is the most detailed map of Monadnock I have used; the other
side covers the Cardigan area and Mount Sunapee and Pillsbury state parks.
Some trail maps are on inside pages, too. Road directions and landmarks are
mostly accurate.
	Small omissions include no mention of a water source for the Moose
Lookout Shelter on the Monadnock-Sunapee Greenway (there is water, but
past the shelter turnoff). But this is a useful and thorough guide that I would
recommend to anyone who spends time near these trails.
—Christine Woodside
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Ranger Confidential: Living, Working,
and Dying in the National Parks
By Andrea Lankford
Guilford, Connecticut: FalconGuides, 2010
256 pages. ISBN: 980-0-7627-5263-8.
Price: $16.95 (paperback)
Perhaps the most drama any of us
associate with our national parks was in the
back seat of the family car. Desperate to relieve
the boredom, we played any game that would
annoy siblings without crossing the line that
would finally get the car pulled over. Andrea Lankford’s new book, Ranger
Confidential: Living, Working, and Dying in the National Parks, sears our
souls with drama, wit, and the true day-to-day occurrences in parks that leave
a rowdy game of “slug bug” simpering in the back seat.
Lankford plunges us deep into the tribal lore of National Park Service law
enforcement rangers. She lets us know that park rangers are the most likely to
be assaulted of all federal officers, twelve times more likely to die on the job
than FBI agents. Lankford was a ranger for twelve years, rising to supervise
law enforcement rangers in one of the busiest, most demanding districts in
our national parks: the “corridor” in the Grand Canyon.
Lankford spares us not at all from the gore, terror, and sadness of people
losing their lives or being terribly hurt in these places of extraordinary splendor. We are never allowed to forget the beauty of the setting nor the humanity
of the characters nor, even, the inherent humor. Her plot moves from tale to
tale, coming together in a whole that leaves us nearly shattered.
Lankford introduces us to rangers we come to care about very much:
Mary, who moves with grace and grit through appalling sexism, rearing a
family, and battling virulent breast cancer, to become chief ranger at Lake
Mead National Recreation Area. Chris, who is nearly shattered by suicides
of park visitors, gunfights, and body recoveries that never seem to abate. He
moves to the FBI to recoup.
	I am a Park Service ranger’s wife. Lankford and I both have climbed
with my husband. I have seen Mary wearing a maternity blouse and
shoulder holster. These stories have been part of my life for decades; yet,
Ranger Confidential was no less a punch to the gut.
—Donette Swain
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Our Mountain Trips:
Part I—1899 to 1908;
Part II—1909 to 1926
By Ida Rachel Butterfield James, Lucy Ardena
Butterfield, and Walter H. James;
Edited by Ben English, Jr., and Jane English
Littleton, New Hampshire: Bondcliff Books, 2005
Part I, 168 pages. ISBN 978-1-931271-18-9.
Price: $29.95
Part II, 192 pages. ISBN 978-1-931271-21-9.
Price: $29.95
The early twentieth century was a
transitional period in the White Mountains region,
when family vacations were becoming a wellentrenched middle-class institution, camping and
hiking were replacing leisurely vacations at grand
resorts, and women were becoming equal partners
outdoors. These two volumes capture these changes
vividly, presenting the extraordinary journals of three people who sojourned
frequently into the White Mountains in the early twentieth century: Walter
H. James; his wife, Ida Rachel Butterfield James; and her sister Lucy Ardena
(Dena) Butterfield. Walter’s and Ida’s grandchildren, Ben English, Jr., and
Jane English, have edited the journals and chosen striking family photos. The
resulting books present an intimate record of one family’s experiences. All
three of the journal writers grew up on farms, endowing them with a love of
nature that brims throughout the journals. Walter was raised in Portsmouth,
New Hampshire, while the two Butterfield girls grew up in Dunstable, Massachusetts. All three learned early on to identify birds and mammals. About
her childhood, Ida fondly recalled, “On clear bright mornings I often used to
spend quite a bit of time kneeling at the window in the northwest chamber,
where no trees obstructed the view, looking at the quiet, peaceful outline of
those hills and mountains.”
Walter met Ida in Boston in 1897, and they were married in 1899. From the
start, they journeyed into the mountains together, traveling from their home
in Waltham, Massachusetts, to Mount Monadnock for their honeymoon.
Walter’s position as professor of mechanical engineering at Massachusetts
Institute of Technology freed the couple to continue journeying every summer
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into the Whites. On many of their trips, Dena would accompany Ida and her
brother-in-law.
Walter, Ida, and Dena were all book lovers, and they wrote detailed
accounts of their expeditions. Walter began to take photos in 1905. The
true charm of these volumes lies in the individual voices and memorable
observations of the three writers.
As I read these two volumes, I found myself most fascinated by eyewitness
accounts of how the Whites were evolving in the early twentieth century.
At the beginning of their marriage, Walter and Ida are taking trains
and horse-drawn carriages into the mountains. By the 1920s, they are
driving their Ford Model-T, with sometimes hilarious results because of the
Tin Lizzie’s unreliability. As late as the 1920s, women continued to wear bulky
skirts as they tramp; by the 1930s, they had abandoned such outfits for shorts
and modern-style hiking boots. Many of the photos attest to the increasing
popularity of Appalachian Mountain Club shelters and camps during the first
decades of the century.
The one constant, though, was the connection that the family felt for the
White Mountains, and the family passed along that appreciation to their
grandchildren, who have edited these volumes so lovingly.
—Christopher Johnson

Babes in the Woods: Hiking, Camping, Boating with Babies and
Young Children
By Jennifer Aist
Seattle: The Mountaineers Books, 2010
192 pages. ISBN 978-1-59485-343-2. Price: $16.95 (paperback)
I read B abes in the Woods two weeks before setting out on a
month-long cross-country trek with my husband and our two tweens. Pages
in, I found myself scribbling notes, laughing, and feeling both inspired and
nostalgic. “Mama,” the author quotes her 4-year-old son, “why did God have
to make bugs anyway?”
Having spent the last 13 years wrangling our children into slings, baby
backpacks, pulks, joggers, bindings, tents, sleeping bags, and now, finally,
backpacks of their own, I read Aist’s thorough, thoughtful, and practical
how-to book with both admiration and appreciation. She gets it, I thought.
It’s about the journey and the destination.
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The book is by necessity heavy on the practical. But with its many small and
appreciated treats tucked away (quotes from Luciano Pavarotti and George
Carlin), it never feels like a burden. Rather than simply march through the
predictable packing lists and charts, Babes in the Woods happily meanders,
pausing for literary asides, clever trivia, and moments of personal triumph
and defeat.
The book is easy to use. Written in four sections—“Taking Care of the
Basics,” “Transporting Little Ones on the Trail,” “Having Adventures,” and
“Connecting with Nature”—Babes in the Woods packs in dozens of tips,
checklists, a resources guide and bibliography, and lots of no-nonsense
charts. Although we’ve outgrown the need for “Choosing a Child Carrier,” I
dog-eared the “No Fail Recipes” page.
By the time I finished the book, I had two pages of notes for our trip and
a half-dozen pages marked with stickies. Most important, I had this line:
“Twenty years from now,” Mark Twain is quoted, “you will be more disappointed by the things that you didn’t do than by the ones you did. . . .
Explore. Dream. Discover.”
—Catherine Buni

The Northern Forest Canoe Trail: The Official Guidebook
By The Northern Forest Canoe Trail, Inc.
Seattle: The Mountaineers, 2010
302 pages. ISBN 978-1-59485-061-5. Price: $24.95 (paperback)
This is an exemplary guide, practical and concise, representing
the culmination of more than a decade of effort to designate a water trail
through the north woods of four contiguous U.S. states and a bit of Canada. The trail runs 740 miles from Fulton Lake in New York’s Adirondack
State Park to Fort Kent on the St. John River at the very northernmost point
of Maine.
The creators of this route envisioned the project, scouted the route, consulted the various jurisdictions, developed maps and this guidebook. This
commitment echoed similar land-based efforts that have preserved so much
we enjoy today. The Northern Forest Canoe Trail advocates saw across political divisions and current patterns of land use to a system of drainages that
once offered the only practical way to cross this heavily forested region.
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The guide is coordinated with a series of excellent purpose-made maps
detailing the route west to east (more downstream that way.) The website.
NorthernForestCanoeTrail.org allows you to look up current conditions and
plan a trip.
—Malcolm Meldahl

The Big Burn: Teddy Roosevelt and the Fire that Saved America
By Timothy Egan
Boston: Houghton Mifflin Harcourt, 2009
324 pages. ISBN: 978-0-618-96841-1. Price: $27 (hardcover)
Considering an area the size of Connecticut (about three
million acres) burned in only two days, it’s remarkable how little the
Great Fire of 1910 is remembered. The nation’s largest wildfire was faster
than a galloping horse and at times 2,000 degrees Fahrenheit. Walls of flame
destroyed virgin forest in rugged western Montana, Idaho’s panhandle, and
northeast Washington, killing 87 people, including 78 firefighters. Five towns
were left in ashes.
The fire’s legacy still marks conservation politics, forest policy, and
American attitudes toward wildfires. National Book Award–winning author
Timothy Egan refreshes our collective recollection with a novelist’s verve and
eye for detail.
Egan spins a gripping disaster story of heroics and tragedy and tells of a
nascent U.S. Forest Service struggling for self-respect. He breathes life into
conservation titans President Theodore Roosevelt, who had left office a year
earlier, and his chief forester Gifford Pinchot. Together, they battled for protection of newly designated public lands against grasping railroad and timber
barons whose congressional allies, such as House Speaker Joseph Cannon,
who declared, “Not one cent for scenery!”
For the generations weaned on Woodsy Owl, Smokey Bear, and smiling
rangers in campaign hats, it’s difficult to grasp the antipathy of westerners
toward the five-year-old Forest Service. Rangers faced verbal abuse and
violence from locals who poached timber and encroached on federal lands.
They were considered overeducated, soft, eastern elites without the guts to
handle the rough-and-tumble West. Especially after Roosevelt left office,
powerful enemies of the USFS in Washington, D.C., kept salaries ridiculously
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low, starved the agency for needed funds, and then excoriated rangers for
incompetence.
A woefully unprepared USFS fought the 1910 fire with 10,000 largely
untrained men, including laborers, immigrants, and soldiers. Despite failed
suppression efforts, tales of courageous rangers turned the tide of public opinion in the agency’s favor. Foremost was Ed Pulaski, who led his crew to safety
in a mine near Wallace, Idaho, fighting fire at the mouth of the shaft as his
men passed out. When one later tried to leave, he threatened the man with
his pistol. Most of the group survived because of Pulaski’s quick thinking and
preternatural endurance.
Egan asserts that the Big Burn ended congressional opposition to
establishment of eastern national forests, making possible passage of the
Weeks Act in 1911 and creation of the White Mountain National Forest.
Perhaps the most significant and controversial result was a Forest Service that
saw fire suppression as job number one. Although it began unraveling near
the beginning of the 21st century, this objective still consumes nearly half the
agency budget. Egan calls it “a mission at odds with the course of the natural
world and common sense.”
The Big Burn reminds us that the creation of our national forest system
was laborious and uncertain. Readers will renew their appreciation for public
lands and, one hopes, find new energy to protect them.
—David K. Lef

Halfway to Heaven: My White-knuckled—and Knuckleheaded—
Quest for the Rocky Mountain High
By Mark Obmascik
New York: Free Press, 2009
273 pages. ISBN: 978-1-4165-6699-1. Price: $15 (paperback)
Some men experiencing mid-life crises buy red sports cars or
engage in pursuits not conducive to happy marriages, but Mark Obmascik
chose a less-risky route by climbing all 54 of Colorado’s 14,000-foot-plus
mountains.
Left to less capable minds and feet, this book could have been a formulaic
addition to the aging-male-holds-onto-mojo genre. But Mark Obmascik
knows his way around the mountains. He also writes well. He was the lead
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writer for the Denver Post team that won the 2000 Pulitzer Prize and winner
of the 2003 National Press Club award for environmental journalism. This
book won the 2009 National Outdoor Book Award for Outdoor Literature,
and it’s now out in paperback.
	It’s a hilarious, touching, and inspiring read. We first meet Obmascik as
an overweight stay-at-home father of three sons. One of the boys calls from
summer camp to say he was ecstatic about having just climbed Pike’s Peak.
Obmascik hits the gym so that he can climb with his son. We meet a motley
assortment of climbing companions, including an oboist in a Hebrew salsa
band and a burrito-eating beer guzzler.
	Some of the high-drama, dangerous moments come when he’s just trying
to get to the trailhead. Like the old cruise-ship advertisements, getting there
is half the fun.
—Steve Fagin

100 Classic Hikes in New England
By Jeffrey Romano
Seattle: The Mountaineers Books, 2010
256 pages. ISBN: 978-1-59485-100-1. Price: $21.95 (paperback)
Jeffrey Romano sets an ambitious agenda with this book.
He might as well have set out to write about the best lakes in Minnesota.
But he has wisely selected these 100 adventures that span a broad range
of experiences from modest day hikes along the coast to challenging mountain climbs.
This is a handsome volume, printed on heavy, glossy stock and enhanced
by a generous assortment of Romano’s lush photographs, along with fullcolor topographic maps blown up to an easy-to-read size.
Gazing at the Davis Path in New Hampshire’s White Mountains, Mount
Pisgah in Vermont’s Green Mountains, Black Rock Beach on Block Island,
and Tumbledown Pond in Maine makes you feel as if you were right there, or
at least makes you wish you were there.
The hikes are organized by geographic region and listed in an “at-a-glance”
chart that organizes them by features and length of hike.
A minor quibble: It would have been helpful to include the location of
the hikes on that chart. I also noticed two small errors in sections about
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trails I know well. In his description of Bluff Point State Park in Groton,
Connecticut, near where I live, Romano writes that Connecticut purchased
the property in 1963; in fact, the purchase came in two sales a decade apart.
And technically, the sandy spit of land at the end is not commonly called
Bluff Point Beach, but Bushy Point.
To climb Saddleback Mountain in Rangeley, Maine, Romano outlines an
11.6-mile, round-trip route on a section of the Appalachian Trail to the summit that requires nine hours of strenuous hiking. I have taken this path many
times to a 4,116-foot peak that offers superlative, panoramic views—but more
often, I have followed a shorter course near a ski area that offers the same
rewards in about a third the distance and time.
	I don’t necessarily advocate taking shortcuts, but small children and older
hikers might not want or be able to tackle the longer route.
These minor details do not detract, though, from the elegance of
Romano’s volume, a worthy addition to any dedicated hiker’s bookshelf.
—Steve Fagin

Hiking the Adirondacks: A Guide to 42 of the Best Hiking
Adventures in New York’s Adirondacks
By Lisa Densmore
Guilford, Connecticut: FalconGuides, 2010
221 pages. ISBN: 978-0-7627-4524-1. Price: $18.95 (paperback)
True confession: In decades of tramping up and down
mountains throughout the Northeast, I’ve tended to aim toward the big
peaks.
	In recent years, I’ve come to realize that in limiting my itineraries to loftier
climes I’ve inadvertently overlooked countless worthy adventures.
Lisa Densmore’s book may very well steer me in a new direction.
Although it does include Mount Marcy, New York’s tallest peak, Densmore
focuses on routes to such lesser-known destinations as Poke-O-Moonshine,
Vanderwhacker Mountain, and Nun-da-go Ridge. This is neatly organized, well-written, descriptive, and informative, with helpful maps, charts,
and illustrations.
—Steve Fagin
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No Way Down, Life and Death on K2
By Graham Bowley
New York: Harper Collins, 2010
304 pages. ISBN: 978-0-06-183478-3.
Price: $25.99 (paperback)
In the early days of mountaineering
in the Himalaya and the Karakoram, the expedition
story, including any tragic events, was told or glossed
over in the expedition book. As we all learned later,
this often was not the full story, but there were then
no other accounts. When the Himalaya became more crowded, several or many
expeditions tried the same mountain in the same season, and there no longer was
a unique official account of any tragic outcome. Thus, the need arose for what
we may call the extended-accident-report book. The outstanding example is Jim
Curran’s 1987 K2, Triumph and Tragedy (The Mountaineers) discussing the
1986 deaths on that mountain. Curran, a competent mountaineer, was there,
but, in his role as climbing cameraman, he was able to stand outside the
several organizations suffering losses and write an account both knowledgeable and apparently objective.
Jon Krakauer’s 1997 Into Thin Air (Villard), describing the tragic events on
Everest in the spring of 1996, changed the genre, probably forever. Krakauer,
a skilled mountaineer who participated in the events, went far beyond the
observational and objective role. But his personal and cathartic account was
an enormous critical and commercial success—undoubtedly the most successful mountaineering book of the late twentieth century.
No Way Down is the outcome of an interesting experiment. Reporter
Graham Bowley was selected by his New York Times editor to cover the tragic
2008 season on K2 where eighteen mountaineers made the top and eleven
climbers died—all in just two days in August. (For a description of the tragedy,
see Alpina in this issue.) Bowley had never been interested in mountains or
climbing (he covered business for the Times), had never seen the Karakoram,
and had never written a book. Nevertheless, he made the investigation of
the tragedy a major part of his life for a year and a half, interviewed hundreds
of people, and accumulated a massive store of pertinent primary and
secondary data.
The result of Bowley’s intense effort is a remarkable collection of notes
that might have produced a good narrative of the complex series of events.
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However, as the notes are presented in the book—unedited or poorly
edited—they merely reproduce the confusions of those he interviewed. Of
course, these individual confusions are “truth” in some sense, but the reader
needs—indeed, rightfully demands—the ordered and rational story that
Bowley never provides. No Way Down does try to duplicate the handsome and
effective formatting of Into Thin Air, but that too does not quite come off.
The book is not “An Into Thin Air for a new century,” but is better characterized as a failed experiment.
—Jeffery Parrette

Letters
Dear Editor:
Catherine Buni’s essay (“This Counts as a School Day,” Summer/Fall 2010),
about taking a group of eighteen third-graders from East Montpelier (Vermont)
Elementary School up Stowe Pinnacle, did not talk about the environmental
problem of taking large groups up a mountain. I wish she had talked about
the ethics of this and the importance of breaking down the groups in the “All
School Hike” to not more than ten (as the U.S. Forest Service recommends)
and two leaders. Even if this weren’t possible to do, I wanted to know her
thinking on it.
	I’m not looking to be critical of Catherine Buni but to remind readers,
especially those who work with kids, of their power and responsibilities.
It’s my belief that if limiting the size of hiking groups is the organizers’ top
priority, it will be done. It might take quite a bit of extra effort, but teaching
young kids how to take care of their environment is worth that.
Children need to learn, first off, how important it is to be respectful of the
fragile mountain environment, where large groups have a disproportionate
impact on the trail. People don’t have automatic instinctual sensitivity of how
to act while walking up a trail or around a summit. This kind of sensitivity
can’t be taught or maintained in large groups.
—Laura Waterman, East Corinth, Vermont
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Spring Island, South Carolina
beyond clusters of dark birds
at the edge of sky

hovering

the wind bends yellow

tipped marsh grass rippling around a rim
of sand

uninterrupted waves spilling

one on top of the other
spins into salt

as everything

into sunlight

houses rise like castles

built on sand

each home

an alchemy of conquest

fire

for there is more

hope

light than we can hold
flowing like water

the end always

what we become

in the diffusion of divinity
the blind distance
from a flaming sky
at war

across

light emanates
this is the world

the air is bright and blessed

but the land is bent by hands of fire

burning

where islands dream at the edge of sky

Marjory Wentworth

Marjory Wentworth’s books of poetry include Noticing Eden (Hub City Writers Project, 2003), Despite Gravity (Ninety-Six Press, 2007), and most recently
The Endless Repetition of an Ordinary Miracle (Press 53, 2010). Her children’s story,
Shackles (Legacy Publications) appeared in 2009. Her poetry has been nominated for
the Pushcart Prize four times. She is the Poet Laureate of South Carolina.
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Waterman Fund
2011 Alpine Essay Contest
The Waterman Fund seeks the submission of essays about
life in the mountains of the northeastern U.S. for its
annual Waterman Fund Alpine Essay Contest.
Wildness! Are you finding it where you least expect? Did
you go in search and it wasn’t there?
The Waterman Fund is seeking personal essays about
stewardship of wild places, whether through a scientific
lens or an encounter with wildness.
What do we mean by “the spirit of wildness?” Why is it
so important to our lives? Or, is it? Guy and Laura
Waterman spent a lifetime reflecting and writing on the
Northeast’s mountains. The Waterman Fund seeks to further their legacy through essays that celebrate this spirit.
THE WINNING PIECE WILL BE PUBLISHED IN

Appalachia Journal
THE WINNING ESSAYIST WILL BE AWARDED $1,500
HONORABLE MENTION WILL RECEIVE $500
For more information
and submission details, visit

www.watermanfund.org
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A Peak Ahead

Much Maligned New Jersey,
Uncovered

T

he next issue of Appalachia will take you to the state that suffers from
possibly the worst image in the United States, that of industrial corridor
vibrating in the exit ramp winds. It’s true that almost 9 million people
live in New Jersey, but those people also live near large tracts of nearly
impenetrable, unbuilt land. In these stories we’ll print next issue, writers
will shake, yet again, the notion that in order to explore the backcountry one
must leave home.
An authority on Thoreau, the writer and professor William Howarth lives
in New Jersey. He edited the books Walking with Thoreau, The John McPhee
Reader, and others. He will write an essay reflecting on his home landscape.
Paul DeCoste and Ronald Dupont, New Jersey hiking experts, will remind
us to wake up to that land's beauty and its government's commitment to preserve it.
	North of the George Washington Bridge, biologist Jeff Fair will try to
explain why, after a rebound in the 1980s and 1990s, the primitively beautiful
common loons again struggle to survive on New England lakes.
George Bellerose’s black and white photos will bring to life some sketches
about the White Mountains of New Hampshire by the late Guy Waterman.
Geoff Wilson will rediscover an old rock climbing route on Mount Willard
in the Whites. Poet Marcyn del Clements will break into prose with haunting
memories of a lost cabin.
Parkman Howe will write of his trek along Hadrian’s Wall in England,
and Ron Dart will tell why Jack Kerouac and the other Beat writers liked
the mountains.
With these will be all of the regular departments put together by the
Appalachia Committee.
Please join us off the turnpike when the next issue comes out in
June 2011.
—Christine Woodside
160 Appalachia
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“I started reading Appalachia for the accident reports, but I kept
reading for the great features.” — Mohamed Ellozy, subscriber

SUPPORT THE STORIES
YOU LOVE!
Start or renew your Appalachia
subscription today, and keep
reading America’s longest-running
journal of mountaineering
and conservation.

Visit outdoors.org/appalachia
for a special offer: 36% off
the journal’s cover price.
That’s three years of Appalachia
(6 issues) for only $42. Or choose
a one-year subscription (2 issues)
for $18 —18% off the cover price.
Inside every issue, you’ll find:
• inspired writing on mountain exploration, adventurers,
ecology, and conservation
• up-to-date news and notes on international expeditions
• analysis of recent Northeastern mountaineering accidents
• book reviews, poetry, and much more
Subscribe today at outdoors.org/appalachia or call 800-372-1758.

Subscription prices valid as of June 2022. Prices and offers subject to change
without notice. For the most up-to-date information, visit outdoors.org.

